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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Warning: Story contains a sexy-time teenager. Sixteen is legal in state where the fiction is set. If sixteen is not 
legal in your jurisdiction, or you have an aversion to youths in compromising positions, please do not read this 


story. 


If you would like a version where all references to age of the youth have been changed to 18, please PM me. 


Dave woke with a crick in his neck. It had been there ever since his last surgery and never seemed to go 
away. He moved his head, stretching out muscles that had frozen overnight and trying to work out the kink. 
Slowly he opened his eyes. Instead of seeing the familiar white tray ceiling in his bedroom, he was looking up at 
a nicotine stained popcorn ceiling. The light was wrong, and the bedroom wasn't his. Panic started, wondering if 
he'd fallen off the wagon again and was in some shitty trailer out in the desert. Dave sat up in bed and looked 
around him, the brown paneled walls very outdated and everything looking like it had thirty years ago. 


Dave looked at the back of his hands, all the twisty veins and age spots and ruled out that theory. He still felt 
every ache of his years. So much for that little ray of hope. He pushed back the covers and looked at the 


details of the room. Whomever had designed it had paid attention to detail, even managing to find an old TV 
with rounded corners and a UHF and VHF dials. 


He reached for his jeans that were folded on the dresser, searching pockets for his phone to text Sean and ask 
what kind of trouble they'd gotten into. After searching his pockets twice he realized his phone was gone. He 
dressed and decided to go find the front desk, his stuff had probably been stashed in the safe while he was 
passed out. It was something Junior would think of, maybe for old times sake they'd gone out and torn up the 
town. He didn't hear any of the familiar snores though, and usually Junior got clingy after a night of imbibing. 


At the bottom of the door in the hallway was a newspaper. Dave picked it up and read the date. Someone 
really was working this, as it was from 198l. It looked in good condition as well, not yellowed at all. He scratched 


his head and decided maybe it would be better in the room, where he could sit on the bed and rest his head. 


After a few minutes, he decided to get up and put the TV on. It was all about the baseball strike. Dave 
watched, noting each out of place hairstyle and finally getting up when he caught sight of a ballplayers 
uniform. He searched for the DVD player attached to the ancient TV. He pulled at the wires, pausing when he 
only saw a power cable and the thin wire that connected to the aerial. He turned the silver knob, finding Chuck 


Woolery hosting Wheel of Fortune. The clothes were awful. The commercials were worse. 


Dave looked at the paneled walls, at the ancient TV, and at the outdated print on the duvet, things slowly falling 
into place. He wasn't sure what had happened but there was no denying it was 198I and he was still fifty years 
old. 


For lack of anywhere better to go - seriously, his twenty year old drugged out self, his mother who this 
would certainly send into a heart attack, or Pam who he worked out would be twelve at the time - he packed 
up the meager belongings he found in his room. Thankfully he had his wallet and a ring of keys. He figured out 
which one was likely to be for a car, cringing at the Oldsmobile logo etched into it. He found the monstrous 
beast in the parking lot, olive green with a mashed up door. Yeah, it was the eighties alright. The key fit and 
the engine started easily. It was his car now and it made him miss his Aston Martin. He started the long drive 
out of San Diego towards Minnesota, hoping the roads weren't that much different. 


Chapter 2 


He'd forgotten how much different life was back in the day. There was no satellite radio, texts, or google maps. 
He'd relied on gas station maps and to his surprise got him all the way to Sioux City through the hell that was 
Nebraska in the summer. He'd had more shocks along the way. McDonalds in the original Styrofoam, choices 
for leaded or unleaded gasoline in some of the more remote gas stations. He also laughed the first time he saw 
a credit card imprinter again. The heavy clurk as the station attendant swiped over the carbon paper was so 
archaic and forgotten he couldn't help but chuckle. The sound reminded him of his mother and their trips to 
K-Mart as a child. He'd forgotten about them for all these years. 


The night in Sioux City passed uneventfully. He thought about placing some bets on the World Series if he was 
still here in October. Too bad he hadn't a few lottery numbers written down. His bank account seemed to be 
working fine, and a primitive ATM showed him with the same balance he had yesterday in 2014, so at least he 
could get along for a while before needing to actually get an income source. His fancy California driver's license 
would probably be confiscated as a fraud should he ever need to use it. If he did end up here, first thing he 


would do is take out some money and find an investment guy. He knew a few stocks he wanted to buy. 


Dave checked with the hotel desk. It was about a two hour drive to Jackson. He spent the night thinking about 
how he would approach a sixteen year old David. He didn't know David as a kid and hoped he'd be the same 


outgoing, gregarious individual who knocked on his door all those years ago. 
It would he a hell of a story for him to swallow. 


He drove around town the next day, camouflaged in his period car. Things had changed since the last time he 
was here. There were new silos and industrial buildings, and an older looking hospital. The high school looked as 
it did in David's yearbook. He did a spin out under the freeway, looking for Frances’ familiar driveway. He found 
it after a few wrong turns, the gravel drive and humble house not having changed at all in the last thirty 
years. It wouldn't be wise to disturb Ma and Pa Ellefson either although they would probably handle the story 
better than his own mother would have. If he didn't end up with a shotgun to his chest. Never knew with 


these country sorts. 


So he took the creepy route of hanging out at the high school, waiting for the kids to run home. He parked not 
far from the main door, hoping Juniordr would amble out with the rest of the crowd. Dave sat on the front 
bumper, sweating in the summer heat, thankful that he'd been dropped here now and not a week later when 


they were on summer break. He'd have found David but it would have taken longer. 


He pulled up his hair and fanned the back of his neck. California and Scottsdale both got hot, but this was a 
stupid hot. David always mentioned the cold, never the heat. His shirt was soaked with sweat by the time the 
bell rang and people started to stream out. He looked through the crowd, looking for the feathered hair and 
youthful face he remembered, frowning as the crowd dwindled and David never appeared. He must have missed 
him in the masses. He forgot how alike everyone looked as teenagers back in the day when Sears was the only 


place rural kids like Junior could get clothes without going to the Farm and Fleet. 


The buses pulled away from the front, leaving a few kids hanging around. Dave climbed back into his car and 
punched the steering wheel. He'd have to find David some other way, not looking forward to explaining to 


Frances why he was knocking on their homestead door looking for their underage son. That shit wasn't cool, not 


even in 1980. 


That thought sobered him up. There were elements to their relationship that Dave has always taken for 
granted. With Junior being Juniordr at this point in time.. He had enough run ins with the cops that he 
definitely didn't want to land in prison on that charge. The drugs and speeding tickets had been bad enough, he'd 
always imagined if he got popped for statutory rape it would be some bimbo on the road. 


He gunned the Oldsmobile out of the parking lot in frustration, less than satisfied when it only lurched forward 
and crept along. The Aston or Mercedes would have left flaming tire marks on the blacktop. Dave followed the 
flow out of the parking lot, scanning the crowd with their own older model cars but the sight of guitars in gig 


bags caught his eye. That was David, even as a teenager he still looked like the man he would grow into. 


Trying to be cool, he eased the monstrosity of a car up next to the sidewalk. "David," he waived. "Can | talk to 


you for a minute?" 


David's head spun towards the car. His brows pulled together, but he stepped nearer the car. There was 
nothing to be afraid of up here in the great prairie. He eyed everything wearily, spending a long moment 
staring at the lines on Dave's face and the grey stubble. "Hey," he said cautiously, leaning an arm against the 


car door. 

Dave had to swallow hard as Junior's hair was ruffled by a gentle breeze. Sun kissed skin and bright white 
teeth were the first thing that even remotely looked like normal from the last few days. "This is going to 
sound horribly weird, but | really need to talk to you. Its important.” 


Eyes without wrinkles searched him again. The weight of years older David carried around was gone, all the 


horrible things he had seen hadn't happened yet. "Yeah, ok," he agreed. 

"Who's your grandpa Dave?" One of the crowd he was hanging with heckled. 

David turned from the car. "Hey, shut up." Dave envied the youthful leanness and the tight fitting yellow 
tshirt. It was hard to imagine he'd once looked that youthful as well. "I'll catch up with you guys later." David 


waved them along, watching as they slowly made their way back towards the baseball fields. "Do | know you?" 


David turned his full attention to Dave once his friends were far enough away. Dave hadn't looked away once. 


"Not yet" He cringed at the bad pickup line. "Not for a few more years." 
Junior squinted. "What do you want?" 


"| need help." Dave didn't usually think before speaking and it often bit him in the ass. "I've got.. a bit of a 


problem." 
David was still eying the car. "I bet you do." 


"David," Dave sighed at David's apprehension. He would have to woo him all over again. Wouldn't be the first 


time. "I just drove out here from California to find you." 


“Sounds like a personal problem, ya know." Dave had forgotten how thick Junior's accent used to be and it made 


him smile. 

"Guess it is." Direct action only worked on an older David, after he's gotten off drugs. Younger Junior worked 
best when he was manipulated. "But Frances would have a heart attack if | showed up at her door, and Eliot 
would probably punch me in the face." 

David froze at the mention of his family. "How'da ya know my mom?" 

"Been to your house before, kid Even had meatloaf and beets with your family." 

He could see Junior's face fall. That particular family recipe was a well kept secret. Dave had a lot more 


personal information available should he need to use it; Junior could be pretty damn smart when he wanted to 
be. "So whatcha want me to do about it?" 


"I. | don't know." Dave looked at the sun-bronzed face and melted. "I don't have anywhere else to go. My 
mother's alive now, but she's not well, and teenage me would kick my own punk ass. My wife is currently a kid, 


and you're all | have." 


"| don't do time travel stuff, you need to talk to NASA ‘bout that" David looked him over again, probably 
debating whether to call the mental health clinic. "Ya got a place to stay?" 


"Been staying at hotels, the ATM seems to be working alright." Another breeze whipped David's hair. "Can | get 


you a coffee or something, | really just need the company right now." 

"Ick, coffee? My dad drinks that" 

Dave chuckled to himself. "You should invest in a company called Starbucks. You practically drink all their 
product, you and Chris." David only smiled blankly at the references to things and people he didn't know. "Or 
beer," Dave added, remembering a teenaged Junior. 

David's ears picked up at the promise of beer. "Was heading off to band practice." 


"Call them and cancel. One day won't hurt, trust me." 


David looked back at the school. "The pay phone's all the way by the office." 


"Just text them on your Iphone." 
"My what?" Junior cocked his head. 


"Your Ipho.." Dave forgot there were no mobile communications. "Never mind, they'll figure it out." David went 


back to scanning the school grounds. "You getting in or what?" 


Junior did one last sweep of the baseball fields. "| guess." He picked up his bass and loaded it in the back seat, 


climbing in next to it, far away from Dave as possible. 


Dave drove to what passed as a ‘downtown’ area, even smaller now than what it had been in the 40's when 
Dave has last spent time there. He searched for a bar, driving in a circle and finally giving up, pulling into a 


likely looking restaurant. At least he could have a beer in some air conditioning. 

They were shown a table, the odd couple for a late lunch or very early supper. The place was almost empty 
and it echoed like a church. There wouldn't be any privacy here, but at least the air was cool and there were 
some beer taps visible at the bar. 

They were silent until the waitress came over, clearly unhappy about having to work during the restaurant's 
slow time. She raised an eyebrow, but brought the two beers Dave asked for without question. The two men 
watched each other, Dave trying to figure out how to get Junior to relax and be more like the David he knew. 
"So what do you do for fun around here, other than band stuff?" 


"Dunno," David took a sip of his beer, clearly not the pro drinker he would become. "Hang out, listen to music, 
talk to girls. Ya know, normal stuff" Dave laughed again to himself. Indeed, Junior's hobbies consisted of baking 
cookies and going to church - not much had changed despite his detour in the 1980's. "What do you do for 
fun?" 

David met his eyes, still feeling him out. "Same, | guess. Fuck around on the internet, get speeding tickets, work 
in the vineyard, fight with the wife." Dave set his beer down, it was tasting much too good on the hot day. 
"Occasionally | play guitar." 

"Oh, you're a guitarist?" David's interest was peaked again 

"Yep, | sing a bit and write as well. Done pretty well for us." 

"Ug?" 


"Yeah, aside from a few bumps along the way. You play bass and | play guitar and the band does well." 


"Cool! Did | finally go the the Musician's Institute? That's my plan, I'm gonna head out there after senior year." 


"Not. ummm," Dave hated to squash his enthusiasm. "Not quite." David sat back in his chair, Dave hasn't 
realized he had crept forward against the table in his excitement. He'd have to watch things like that more 
carefully. "You do make it out to LA with Greg." 


"Oh wow, oh wow." David was wiggling in his chair again, unable to control himself. Dave remembered the early 


noons of Van Halen riffs and had a different take on the time. "What do we play? KISS covers?" 
Dave had to close his eyes. "No," he said sharply. “We do original stuff" 

"Like rock stuff?" 

"Metal, yeah 

"Metal. Whoa" Junior took a minute to let that sink in "Can | have another beer?" 

"Sure kid, whatever you want! 

David hadn't yet forgotten his midwestern manners. "Thank you. You're pretty cool” 

"| don't think you've said that since 1990" The praise, even from a younger David, went to his head. 
The poor kid actually looked concerned. "Why'd | stop saying if?" 


It was Dave's turn to shrug. He didn't want to mention the hells he'd dragged David through. David kept staring 


at him, waiting for an answer. "Guess | wasn't cool anymore." 


"Oh." So many emotions crossed young David's face before he learned how to stonewall them off. "So we're still 


friends in your time?" 

"Yeah, well the 80's were good and bad, the 10's sucked, but after 4/ll it got better." 

"4-ll?" David repeated, sounding more like T-Il. There wasn't the weight behind it everyone else had. 

"Uhh, yeah, never mind. It's not important." Dave had the urge to protect this younger David; he was a few 
years younger than his own son and appeared to be truly naive. How he would change that over the next few 
years. 

Lunch arrived and Junior peppered him with questions about music, Dave telling tales of Iron Maiden and Priest 
and a lot of bands Junior hadn't heard of yet. The dinner crowd started to come in and the little restaurant 


filled up, robbing them of their quiet privacy. 


"Still think your friends are jamming?" Dave had nowhere to go, and for as odd as it was he enjoyed David's 


company again without the history and years between them. 
"Yeah, they usually go through dinner lately, as long as our moms will let us." His eyes narrowed. "Why?" 
Dave placed some money in the plastic tray that held their receipt, David nervously eying the large stack of 


money shoved into Dave's wallet. He'd gotten the cash while he could, one of the few smart things he'd 


thought to do in the last week 

‘| was thinking maybe we could jam again, if there's a guitar | could borrow." 

"Yeah. | mean, yeah." David averted his eyes nervously and fidgeted with the leftovers. 
I'd have to stop and get some beer. Can't drop in on a jam and not bring beer." 


"Fuck it. Yeah, they're at the Youth Center, in the basement" He slumped back in his seat. "Can't wait for the 


shit they're gonna give me." 
"Nah kid, no shit. We're bringing beer and once they hear me play they won't give you any more trouble." 


They stopped off at a convenience store, again Dave's greying hair and wrinkles not making the cashier ask for 
his ID. David sat in the Oldsmobile while Dave shopped, apparently even he was embarrassed by the olive 


monster. With a paper bag full of midwestern brew between them, Junior gave him directions to the church. 


It was a large building running almost a full city block, brown brick with a neatly kept lawn. Junior hopped out 
as soon as Dave parked the car, dashing for the nondescript side doors. Dave kept his distance, walking slowly, 
letting David prep his friends however he felt best. 


Dave paused as he entered the building. He'd never been there, but he'd heard so much about it from Junior 
that he knew where things were. Head left and then down the stairs; he could hear some snare hits trickle up 


the paneled walls. 


He waited in the lobby, faintly hearing Junior's voice and some talking. The beer was heavy in his hand and he 
set it down on a bench, not many people frequented the main part of the church on a weekday. The walls were 
cluttered with items, bulletins, photos, a few local interest stories. Dave read them, passing time, waiting for 


the ok from Junior. 


Sneakered feet stomped up the stairs. David only ever clomped around like that when he was mad. He'd heard 


it on his own stairs often enough. "I got Mike to loan you his guitar for a while." 


"So why are you mad?" 


David finally looked at him. "M'not mad." 


"Yeah, you are. You clomp like that when you're mad." David only stared at him confusedly. "Went through a lot 


of chairs over the years." 
"| don't kick things," he said sorely. 
"Yeah you do. Francis ever fix that hole in the bathroom wall yet? Its still there in 1988" 


Junior's jaw dropped. "It was the wall or Eliot's head, he got me in trouble for not cleaning out the drop on the 


silo." 


"I know kid, don't worry about it." Dave picked up the beer. "Ancient news to me." He held out to paper bag to 
David. "Why don't you hand out the beers? Doubt they'll drink them from me." 


David made a noise and blew air through his lips. "They'll drink anything they can get. Sometimes an older kid 


will get us something, but Seniors don't wanna talk to us." He took the beer from Dave. 
"Don't worry, they're old enough to be eighteen before they change it to twenty one." 


"Wait. What? Twenty one?" David scrunched his face again, tucking the two six packs under his arm 
protectively. "Fucking twenty one?" 


"In 1984, yep, they tier it off. What a year." 

"Fuck" David seemed to suddenly remember where he was, looking to heaven and saying a silent prayer. 

"You gonna let me play or not?" 

"Yeah, just try and be cool, ok?" He spun on his heel and dropped down the stairs faster than Dave could ever 
remember being able to go. Aaah, youth. Dave followed at a slower pace, somewhat uncertain about having to 
mingle with Minnesotian teenagers with a fifty year old's perspective. 

"So you did bring grandpa," someone spoke up. 

Dave pursed his lips. "Yeah, he brought grandpa to blow your faces off. Gotta pick?" 

A guitar was shoved into his hands and David handed him a beat up pick. The small strap went over his 
shoulders and Dave got himself comfortable. The fretboard sucked, bent and bowed and much too thick, but it 


would have to do. 


"You remember ‘Holy Wars'?" David had his oldest white bass on, the one that was so bad he left it at home 
when he ran off to LA. David stared wide eyed and shook his head slightly. "Course not, don't try to keep up." 


Dave could play his parts in his sleep, and often had when he was out of it in the 90's. He paused where the 


break was, letting the song end there. It would be pointless to explain the arrangement. They neither knew nor 
cared, but had all stopped trying to pretend and were just watching Dave with bugged out eyes and open 
mouths. 


"Whoa," he heard whispered as he took a beer for himself out of the bag on the floor. He had a good idea that 
would really earn him some credibility. Not that he needed it, the only one he needed was David, but God only 


knew how long he'd be here. 


He'd opened, drank a third, and set the beer back down on the floor, wiping his hands on his jeans. The 
teenagers were still sipping, clearly not seasoned drinkers yet. "Hey, Junior," Dave called. David startled, not 
used to his nickname, still looking at the guitar slung around Dave's body. "Can you play at this speed?" He 
strummed quickly, letting David get a feel for it. 


"Ayuh," he nodded, bopping his head in time. 


"Just fuck around on F sharp and A and open, just go back and forth," Dave showed him what he wanted on 
the guitar neck, and David picked up on it pretty quickly. "Yeah, keep going." 


Once David had a pretty good pattern picked out Dave was able to drop lead runs over David's lines, growling 
out some of the lyrics when things synched up. David looked ready to shit his pants, and his fingers started to 
fumble. Obviously those Van Halen mornings had done some good for his talents. 


Dave stopped, leaving poor David to putter out with twisted fingers and some sour notes. He felt bad showing 
off David's inexperience in front of his friends. He could see the talent that was under the surface but it 


wasn't quite ready to be shown off yet. 


"Good David, you kept up well for just picking up that song." He tried to bolster his spirit, poor David had 
turned his volume dial down and was trying to speed through the pattern he'd developed earlier, hitting all the 


frets and buzzing. 


"What the fuck was that?" The drummer had gotten up from his throne and was practically kneeling in front 


of Dave's amp. "You got a tape machine hidden somewhere?" 


Dave blasted him with a C chord all the way up on the volume knob. "Sound like a tape to you buddy?" Dave 
rolled back the dirty volume pot, listening to the crackles as it turned over bad solders. "That was called ‘Wake 
Up Dead' and I'd be more impressed with his playing than mine." David's bandmates crowded around the new 
celebrity all with their own questions or demands for songs. He handed the guitar back to a rather stunned tall 
kid who took it and seemed to cradle it differently after seeing what it could do. 


Quickly a second guitar was found, Greg handing back the better of the two and taking a rather abused Hondo 
clone for himself. He felt like asking if there were any requests, but it was also their band rehearsal time, not 


his show off time. He'd done enough of that to get an in, and didn't want to embarrass them any more. 


He sat next to David, finishing off his beer and tossing the empty can towards a large grey garbage bin His 
fingers itched to play something, a few days away and he got antsy after all these years, but as with ‘Wake 
Up Dead' how do you play songs with people that they've never heard before? Worse off, not clue them in to 
the fact that you were not from this time? He racked his brain, trying to remember when albums were 
released. Should he know this Saxon song or was that next year it came out? 1983? 1993? Stick to old Kiss tunes 
and have to kill himself? 


"So what do you play, uhh, recently?" David got his attention and seemed to sense his distress. "You said 
original stuff, but any cover tunes or anything we might know?" 


Dave had to scratch his head. God help him, the boy was trying. "Well, lately I've been playing classical a lot, 
was doing a run with the San Diego Orchestra actually." David was interested, everyone else started to tune 
him out already. "Suit, tie, the whole thing. Didn't even dress that nice for my wedding." The drummer returned 
to his seat, deep in conversation with the tall guitarist. "What you guys play?" 


David shrugged. "Nothing like that. Some BTO, Kansas, ya know. Just stuff.” 


Dave wracked his brain again. Styx, REO, midwestern dogshit. He couldn't tell if David would know the songs he 
remembered or if they were next years hit. David had been in an Iron Maiden cover band before coming to LA 
- was that Soundhouse tape even out yet? He tried to think of bands that were gone by 1980. "Umm, do you 
know any Beatles? Or Led Zeppelin?" 


"Yeah," David said as if he was stupid. "Everybody knows them." He picked the E string repeatedly. "Can we play 


more of your stuff?" 


"Don't think that's a good idea, they're not even written yet" He smiled. "Plus I'll have to give you writing credit 
you little shit" 


"Oh no man, no," David panicked, holding up his palms. "I didn't mean that, they're just so cool.” 


The old hurt for Dave had long since healed over, and David didn't know what he was talking about yet. "Hasn't 
happened yet, | wouldn't expect." He remembered something tucked away in a deep pocket of his wallet, 
something not even the medics had found last time they had to search his stuff. "Got something for you." He 
pulled out his wallet, trying to keep it hidden from prying eyes, fishing out a small photo hidden amongst the 
ones of his kids when they were younger. He handed it to David face up, watching as eager eyes looked over 


the worn print. 


David looked back and forth between the small photo and the man in front of him and then stared at his own 


image. He swallowed and looked back at Dave. 


"Turn it over," Dave said quietly, not wanting to spook him off. David's eyes must have recognized the scrawl, 
reading it twice before big eyes looked back to Dave. Dave smiled kindly, probably not the best way to share 
some of their history. "It was right after the whole lawsuit thing was over. We had supper together, and you 


gave me that photo out of your wallet, getting a dig in while you did it" Dave remembered his mixed feelings 
at the time. The shit had had the nerve to write out ‘Still love you, you bastard' with the waitress’ pen 


knowing it would rile Dave. Years later he knew it was an endearment but at the time it rankled him. 


"Hey Dave," both men turned at the call. "Dave," the drummer pointed at Junior. "Need ta talk to ya fer a 
minute. Without grandpa," he added. 


David looked torn, still holding the photo. "I'll be right back." 
"Nah, it's ok. | should probably get going." 


David shook his head. "Don't go anywhere," he said as he handed the photo back and jogged to catch up to his 
friends. Dave looked around the windowless basement, thinking it probably doubled as a tornado shelter. The 
kids disappeared up the stairs, obviously what they had to talk about wasn't for Dave's ears. It was 
doubtlessly about him, probably either bugging David about his songs or begging him to ditch ‘Grandpa’. 
Practice seemed to be a lot of sitting around talking and not much playing but it was probably his presence 
throwing off the routine. 


Dave picked up Junior's old bass, remembering all the hell they'd had with this bass on tour and through the 
early days. It looked comparatively new, missing the scratch from where it'd gone through a bus window and 
the blemish in the paint where they'd accidentally caught it on fire a bit. The pickups even looked clean for the 
first time ever. Dave noticed a small fluff of cat hair stuck around the bridge pickup and pulled it out. Fucking 


cat hair. 
He'd just opened another beer as David slid down the stairs, storm cloud on his brow. "Let's go." 
Dave unshouldered the bass, handing it back to Junior. "Taking the amp?" 


"Fucking leave it" He grabbed at the cable, yanking it from the jack and winding it in a circle before handing it 
to Dave. "Let's just go." 


He frowned, but followed Junior out through the opposite side of the building, up some less used stairs and out 
the metal tornado doors directly to the yard As they crossed the parking lot, Dave saw Junior's friends 
sitting on the railing of the wheelchair ramp, smoking. Apparently things hadn't gone well. 


David slammed the car door, bass again safely in the back seat. He climbed in the passenger seat and slammed 
that door as well, staring out across the side street. 


"Wanna drive?" Dave held out the keys to him. Junior just kept staring, grinding his teeth and not answering. 
Dave took it for a no and climbed in the driver's seat. "Anywhere you want to go?" This late in the year it 
wasn't dark yet, but it would soon be getting there. He didn't want to get Junior in trouble with his mother or 


raise any suspicions yet either. "Home ok?" 


"Yeah, just park over left beyond the barn" David sat in silence as Dave drove him home. How he managed to 
find the right roads was beyond him, but soon enough he was crossing 40 and heading north, and starting to 
get worried about David's sulk Maybe he hadn't learned how to blow off other people's opinions yet. 

"You alright?" 


"Yeah." He was at one word answers, but at least he was talking. He'd probably clomp those white high tops all 
the way back into the house too, if he was sure it wouldn't piss him off Dave would have bet Junior. 


"I gotta head back to town after | drop you off." 
That got David's attention and he turned to face the older man. "Why?" 
"Gotta get a hotel before they fill up. l'm well past the age of sneaking into someone's bedroom." 


"I thought you could stay in the barn" He looked completely innocent, like it was everyday he asked people 
three times his age to camp out in the hayloft. "I do it all the time in the summer and it's alright." 


"Kid, | was always a city rat, not a country boy. Plus my neck is fucked since the surgery.’ He made the broad 
turn onto 850th and into the sun. "Besides, you don't need an old fart like me hanging around. 


David shrugged again and picked at one of his nails. "There's nothing to do at home. TV sucks and | don't have 


any new records.” 


"What about your homework?" He asked without even thinking, remembering back to when Justis went through 


his teenage period. Thankfully they'd both made it through. 
David suppressed a laugh. “Bass player, remember? | don't actually need algebra when | grow up, do |?" 
"You still need to finish your schooling. Don't change the question’ 


"Okay, dad," he said sarcastically. "I don't have any homework" Dave shot him a parental look "Seriously! Maybe 


they have better schools in California, but we're all so busy with farm chores they rarely give homework" 
"Then you need to do your chores.” 

"Donel" he said smugly. "Do ‘em in the morning before school." Dave remembered he was an early riser in his 
youth, and it took years for Dave to get him to bed at sunrise and up at Ipm to match the rest of the guys. 
"What?" Junior questioned his smile. 


"Nothing, just how much you change over the years." 


"How old am | in your time?" 


Dave had to do the math in his head. "Forty nine | think” 
David nodded and went back to looking at what was for him, familiar scenery. "How's my family?" 


Biting his lip, Dave decided to tell him. It was going to happen regardless if Junior knew or not. "Your dad died, 
and your brother's sick, but your wife and kids are well, and mom's still kicking everyone's butt at Scrabble." 


"Whoa" David chewed at his lip this time, and Dave wished he knew what was going through his head. The few 
times he'd met Mr. Ellefson had been.. weird to say the least, but he knew David would take the news hard. 


"Yeah," Dave caged his answer, Junior's particular relations were a bit difficult to explain, and certainly not 


best delivered in a car. "It's a long story, but | think you're happy. 


Dave was saved from having to explain further by the sight of Frances’ driveway and the small but neat 


house set not too far from the road. "Go left, around the barn No one will see it over there." 


The old barn did the trick of hiding the green monster from the house and back fields, but did little to hide it 
from the road. At least the ground felt hard and the car wouldn't sink into the dirt. 


"C'mon, I'll show you around" David bolted from the car, using his long legs to jog into the barn, hopefully 
making sure no one was inside. It would be hard to explain away, but not impossible. Dave rolled up the windows 
with the crank handle, trying to remember the last time he used one. David stood by the small door and 
waived him inside. Dave grabbed his keys and the few possessions he had, slowly making his way over the 
lumpy ground. For being so flat it was hell on his knees. 


The door lead in through the horse stalls, clearly not the main entryway for most purposes. The floor was 
clean though, and the barn had a slightly musty smell of turned hay. Small particles danced through the 
streams of light that made their way inside the cavernous space. Everything in the large room seemed to be 
John Deere green and yellow, well kept but much used. Dave and Junior threaded through the large machines 


to a dark corner far away from the large open bay doors. 
"C'mon, man," David waved him on. He'd been here before, when Junior came home to detox Dave would sneak 
out here and get high, away from prying family members. The smell would drift out with the country breeze, 


leaving Junior's parents house clean from his mess. 


Dave looked around the small area. It hadn't changed much, but it was only a handful of years from now. "I've 


been here before." 


They stood together in the dimness, David shuffling on his feet. "It's not much, but it's quiet" He smiled, one 


half of his mouth curving up as he reached into his pocket. "Wanna smoke?" 


David's jaw dropped as Junior pulled out a thin joint. He'd been clean so long it just looked wrong. "You're gonna 


smoke that?" Dave held out his hand, again the father figure in him taking over, much like Junior had tried to 


do in Dave's darker periods. 


"Yeah, that's the point, generally." He thought about it and then slowly handed it over to Dave. "You can go 
first if ya want." 


| watched you work your ass off to get clean, you're not smoking while I'm around." Dave stuck the joint 
behind a stud, tucking it out of sight. "I've been through fifteen rehab programs, with no desire to see number 
sixteen" David looked at the floor, the sun-bleached strands falling over his face again “You'll have enough 
drugs soon and get really fucked up, none of that dirtweed crap." Dave sighed as Junior went silent again. "Just 
don't smoke around me, ok" The mop of hair nodded. Dave tried to get comfortable. "Why don't you go check in 


with your parents. Let them know you're ok" 

"Probably should, eh?" David looked at his wrist, watch gone. "What time ‘zit?" 

Dave reached for his phone. It was still gone. "Dunno, kid. Late enough they should be worried" 
David finally looked up. "Nah, they gave El a hard time, | get to skate by and goof of 


Dave quietly headed to the wooden ladder that led to the loft while Junior went and did the family thing. He 
climbed, using the hay window as a lookout, watching the sun set over the farms and flat land. He was good at 
passing the time, something he could have never done at Junior's age. Dave leaned against the wooden wall, out 
of sight and safe from falling, letting the golden light calm his frayed nerves and caress him to sleep. 


Chapter 3 


"Hey," Junior whispered, shaking his shoulder as he crouched beside him. "Wake up, man" 


"Junior, what." Dave sat up, rubbing his face and trying to pull the blanket back over him. It was freezing. He 
blinked and his eyes focused, not recognizing where he was. "What happened?" 


"You fell asleep man. Good thing you didn't fall down" Dave focused on Junior, thin and dressed weird, hair all 


teased up and sprayed. "What?" he asked, still balancing on the balls of his feet. 


Dave pulled some of the hay out of his hair where it had gotten stuck. The uneasiness wouldn't go away and 


he knew something was wrong. "What time is it?" 
"Eight, Dad just went to the church meeting." 


Dave pulled at his hair, slowly remembering the last week as the bad memories trickled in. He must have been 
truly asleep, the first time since he arrived in 198l. "Can | have some water?" It was very dry up here and his 


throat was itchy from the dust. 


"Yeah, be right back" David scurried off back down the ladder and across the barn, probably stopping back at 
the 1950's looking refrigerator Mr. Ellefson kept for the beers Ma Ellefson didn't want kept in the house. 
Instead he heard some tinny clanking noises as David crawled back up the wooden ladder, a jug and two worn 


looking coffee mugs rattling together. 


"Bottled water would have been fine." David wiped at the mugs with his shirt, cleaning off the layer of dust 


before sitting cross legged in front of Dave. 


"Bottled water? Why would you bottle water when it comes from the tap? This is well water, we don't have 


city service out his far." He handed over a mug, holding out the jug and pouring some into Dave's cup. 


Dave sniffed, and it certainly smelled of well water. He tried not to think of all the pesticides and fertilizers 
that trickled down into their water supply. Probably what was eating Eliot inside out, although he wasn't about 
to tell Junior that. Especially not as the mug was raised to his lips, head tipping back and throat working as he 
gulped mouthful after mouthful of water. 


Dave looked away into his own mug and slowly sipped. It wasn't the coldest, but it was wet and that was all 
that mattered. David was already pouring himself a second glass. 


‘lm sure you have some questions for me." He cradled his mug, nervous of what Junior would ask but so 


desperate for his only friend. 


"A few," Junior set down his mug. "Restaurant wasn't the place, and not in front of the band" 


He asked all the usual things, more about his wife and kids, his family, church, music, the world in general, a 
few things about the drugs Dave skirted around not quite answering. David got a Coleman lamp not too long 
into their conversation, bringing light back into the loft. The rumbling Ford truck of his father pulled up later 
and they were silent as the door closed and screen door on the farmhouse banged shut, both of them 


releasing a breath at not being caught. 

"You bring many girls up here?" Dave was laying on his back, straightening out his neck and watching his tiny 
corner of the night sky. Junior lay beside him, chewing on a bit of straw, looking every bit the stereotypical 
farmboy. He'd taken his shirt off earlier much to Dave's dismay, letting his skin cool in the night air. 


"Few, not many out this way and it's a long walk to town. ‘Snot the same when you bring them in on your 


tractor." David rolled over and looked at Dave. "You get a lot of girls when you were this age?" 

Dave snorted. "Yeah, all the wrong types. Skanks and bitches and addicts, there were a few decent ones in 
there, but.. None of ‘em stuck around in the madness." Junior looked bummed out. "Don't worry, you get all the 
girls you want later." 

He started to look a bit more upbeat. "You said | was married too, right?" 

David was uncomfortable on where the line of questioning was going. "Yeah," he let hang. 

"So why do | love you, and have a wife?" 

Surely no good little Christian boy was thinking along the lines of how things actually happened. “Brotherly love," 
Dave used as a cop out. "Ya hang around for decades and it happens." David didn't look convinced and Dave tried 
to explain. "You love Chris and Shawn, Chris' wife, Willie, Frank Bello. That's just how you are." 

Dave sat up, no longer comfortable laying next to David. A bale of hay worked as a backrest. Junior still 
sprawled on the ground, shirtless. Bits of chaff clung to his skin and the small lamp cast deep shadows 
everywhere. 

"Why do you look at me like that?" 

Dave had to blink and tear his eyes away from the thin chest. "Like what?" 


Junior smirked and scratched at his stomach, smirking as Dave's eyes followed. "Like that. You've been 


practically drooling all day." 
"| don't drool," he said defensively. "I just haven't seen you look like this in thirty years." 


David rolled his eyes. "Are you always this obstinate?" 


Dave watched as he rolled onto his stomach. "That's a big word for a little punk" 


"Maybe you city rats need to learn about us country folk" David smiled like the manipulative coked up David of 
[188 used to, all teeth and bitter lips, sharp eyes that cut like razors. "You look like a rock and roll guy." 


David suddenly felt like he couldn't get enough air. The weight of the night and the dust, musk from the bean 
fields and corn silos pressing on his chest, eyes that should have been innocent cutting through the orange 
light of the lamp. "Rocker stuck with a sixteen year old sidekick Great." 

"lll be seventeen in a few months." 

"Six months," Dave's brain supplied. "Doesn't make me feel any better.” 


"Did you think | brought you up here to show you my etchings?" 


“Aaand | need to go find that hotel in town" Junior pounced, landing himself on Dave's legs. Dave pushed him 
back less than gently. "And you need to go inside to your room" 


"And what if you disappear tomorrow?" 


"Then I'll see you in a few years and hopefully everything is normal" Junior leaned against his own bale of hay, 


his legs curled up underneath him, still stinging from Dave's rejection. 

"And what if you don't disappear?" 

Dave could only shrug. "That's what l'm afraid of: 

Junior seemed to consider the strange predicament, perhaps seeing the horrors from Dave's point of view for 
the first time. He uncurled from his wounded ball and sat across the small clearing from Dave, thinking. 


"We've.. done it before, yeah?" 


It?" Dave sighed. "If by ‘it you mean sex, then yes." Junior smiled again. "But not yet, and if you can't say it 


you're certainly not ready to have it." 


‘Oh, I've had sex before, and | can say it" Dave thought he still saw a slight blush rise on Junior's sculpted 


cheeks before he started to slowly crawl over to Dave again 


"Sit back down, Ellefson" The scrapping fighter in David rose and Dave was worried he'd have to kick him away 


this time. "You don't want to do this." 
"Oh yes | do." David paused on his hands and knees, just out of reach of Dave's sneakers. "I think you do too." 


Dave cleared his throat around the sudden lump that wanted to scream ‘yes’. "| can't always have what | want, 


especially when it's not good for me." 


"lm good." Junior lowered his chin to the straw covered floor, balancing his chin on his twined fingers, leaving 


his rear end in the air like a cat ready to play. 


"You have no clue what I'm talking about," Dave snorted. "Besides, you're with Chris now and it wouldn't be 


right." 


"I thought you said | was married?" David only looked puzzled, but the tight vibrations in his muscles stopped 
dead. 


"You are, to Julie. But you're with Chris now, not me." David pulled his legs underneath him and curled up again, 
clearly his Christian ideals confused with his current lifestyle options. "There's nothing in the scripture against 
getting blow jobs." David blushed bright red and hid his face in his arms. "Or giving, | don't wanna know." Dave 
waited for Junior to look up, and after a few beats he gave up waiting and continued. "We didn't break up as 
much as it just kinda.. tapered off" 


Junior looked up too slowly to notice the look of loss and longing, the last few years with Shawn had been 


great, but Dave still missed his Little Buddy. It just wasn't the same. "We had our time, and then moved on" 
"Do you miss it?" David slid to his side again, watching Dave through his bangs. "Sex with me." 

Fucking asshole kid. Dave knew he was weak, Junior having been a long standing weakness that he thought he 
bottled up and put away with his other addictions. Here he was again, proverbial hand in the pot of honey. 
Where were his M&M's? He needed his fix. It helped him get off the drugs, it would work for the growing ache 


in his groin 


He looked at David in the lamplight, jeans high around his waist and slim around the legs, a style not popular 
for twenty years. "Yes," slipped out before he could stop it. 


"Hey," David touched his ankle. Only then did he realize he had closed his eyes. "You alright?" 
"No," Dave swallowed, pulling his legs away from Junior's reach. "No, I'm not. Don't fucking touch me." 


"Man, relax." Junior moved back to his bale of hay, Dave thought he heard ‘fucking weirdo' muttered under his 
breath, but let it pass without comment. 


Silence passed as neither man would give in or go home. Dave was torn, the angel and devil sitting on either 


shoulder screaming in his ears. 


Junior scratched at his neck, sliding his hand down to his thin chest and scratching over a peaked nipple. Dave 
watched each rake of nails, unable to look away, remembering how David had filled out over the years as 


muscles built and were stripped away by the drugs. 


The hand crept lower across the farm toned body, tracing over the little bit of chub left from childhood and 


down the faint line of hair that sprouted below his navel. 


David was watching him without blinking and scratching on purpose. Dave remembered to breathe and 
immediately regretted it as Junior's hand slipped below his waist, long fingers rubbing across the stretched 


denim. 
"Do you want to watch?" 
Words vaguely reached his brain and he started, looking up to Junior's satisfied smirk. 


| asked if you wanted to watch." He spread his knees and reached toward the seam of his jeans. "Since you 


don't want to be touched" 


Slutty Junior. Dear Lord help me get through this. What was the harm with watching anyway? Teenagers 
jerked off over anything, it was probably a nightly ritual for him. Best to make sure he had some adult 


supervision Today. 


Dave could only nod. His tongue was glued to the roof of his mouth as David traced over his flat stomach 


again. 


With a growing smirk, David used both of his hands to pop every button going down his fly. Dave waited 
impatiently as Junior slipped his hand inside, pulling underwear aside and freeing himself. 


Dave tugged at his jeans as his cock grew, trapped by the baggier denim of the future. It was a sight he 
hadn't expected to see again, straight and hard, like it was before age took its toll. He pressed a palm into his 


erection, the pressure doing nothing to relieve the ache. 


| want to see you," David spoke again, rubbing a finger over the underside of his head. "Bet you're as hard as 


| am. 


He wasn't drunk and there had been no drugs, but David felt like he was high again. His brain wasn't working 
right and he couldn't fight out of it like he could when he was drunk. Pulling his cock out and getting off while 
a naked Junior watched suddenly seemed like a great idea His hands worked at his jeans, sliding the zipper down 
and digging under his clothes, fisting himself out of sight: 


Junior was stroking himself openly now, his hips firmly planted on the floorboards, but his stomach heaving 


with each movement of his fist. "No, | want to see you." 


Dave slid lower against his hay cushion, giving himself more room for wrist movement. Blood pounded his his 
ears and in his chest. Junior hadn't even touched him and he already felt like a teenager again. He couldn't even 


see David anymore with how far he had leaned back, but the memories made his heart beat and just knowing 


that creature was barely feet away was too much. 


Knees wrapped around his flanks and a bottom landed over his hips, crushing his hand and his cock against his 
stomach. He pushed up into the pressure instinctively, body seeking any contact it could get with the one 
person who'd always been the ultimate. 


Hair tickled his cheeks and eyes peered into his from inches away. David sat on him and looked into his face, 


heavy pants warm against his skin. "You looked lonely." 


Dave keened as Junior worked his hips in small jerks. Dave let go of himself and grabbed onto Junior's hips 


with both hands, stilling him. "You're playing with fire." 


"I know," he breathed, landing a quick stolen kiss on Dave's dry lips. He straightened up and rolled his head back, 
the long line of his neck exposed. How Dave loved that neck, it was prefect for biting in good times or hiding in 
when things were bad. Dave's hands slid to Junior's belt loops, something to grab onto with less temptation 


than skin. 


Junior reached into his pants again, shoving his jeans as far down his hips as his spread legs would allow. Dave 
tried to keep them up; if they made it down he wouldn't be able to restrain himself. Instead Junior grabbed 
himself and stroked what he could, still entangled in his jeans. Dave couldn't help but look, flashes of skin and 
wrist against the lighter blue of folded over denim. 


God help me. 


David's weight seemed to press down on his cock, his little movements and wiggling doing nothing to clear his 
thinking. He had thoughts of flipping David over and taking him again, Chris be damned. He closed his eyes 
against the image in front of him, but the soft sighs and hissing of sliding skin he couldn't shut out. And the 
smell. White bread, sugar, sun and sweat. David. 


He clenched his teeth together and prayed. 


Hair brushed his face again as dry lips pressed against his. David had kissed him again, bending over as only 
someone his age could do. David leaned back slightly from the kiss and said, "Don't you want to touch me?" 


Dear Father, give me strength 

Junior planted one palm in the middle of Dave's chest, the other still on his dick if the hitches in his breathing 
were any indication The brat squirmed, finding the exact spot that would drive Dave to lose it. He felt tight, 
like a rubber band stretched too far. He'd either have to run, limping, or.. 


"| want you to touch me." 


Dave's hands were still on Junior's belt loops, using the hooks to push the weight down into him as he pushed 
up. White bloomed behind his eyelids despite the darkness, David's color, the color of everything wrong in his 


life, of everything good. With a twist of his hips Junior fell off to the side, landing hard on his arm. 


Dave scrambled back away from David, he was at the point where he wasn't going to be able to stop. For his 


many sins he was not a child molester and had no wish to become one. 


A young David was quick as well, kneeling and looking confused before Dave could haul himself to a similar 
position. "| said don't touch me," Dave tried to say firmly, the last of his willpower trying to hold back ten 


years of want and desire. 


"But," David inched forward on his knees, holding out his arms. Dave found he couldn't move. The sex he had 
managed to forgo, but it was the intimacy that hurt the most. He shuffled into Junior's arms, burying his 
nose in the familiar neck and wrapping his arms around thinner shoulders. Hands petted his hair, smoothing it 


as he clung on to the one constant in his turbulent life. "Never pictured you for a cuddler" 

The voice could barely contain the smile. If he looked, Dave would be certain that Junior had a large smile 
plastered on his face. The hug helped soothe his frayed nerves even if it did little to repair the bigger 
situation. "You'll end up worse than | am one day." 

David pushed him back slightly, just enough to bring their lips together again. His arms hung around David's 
waist, keeping him near. "m sorry if I'm being a stupid hormonal kid. You just.. | don't know." Dave saw the fire 
still burning in his eyes and felt his cock still hard inside his pants. He looked equal parts confused and scared 


and turned on, it was quite the attractive mix in the darkness. 


"| know." Dave leaned forward this time and kissed him, pulling Junior's hair back behind his shoulders. "Been 


thirty years of trying to figure it out" 


"You still want to have sex?" David's hands moved over any bit of Dave he could reach. "Cause, you know...” 


Junior rocked his hips, his teenage mind on one track. 

Dave smiled lopsidedly and stole another kiss. "You still a virgin, kid?" 

"No, I've fucked tons of girls, some even from Mankato." 

Dave ran his hands down the smooth expanse of back and to Junior's ass, cupping the rounded muscle and 
getting in a good feel. Damn, he loved that ass. Junior tensed under him and froze, a sure sign he hadn't 
thought things through. "Still a virgin?" he asked again. 

"l." David stumbled. Dave released his grip and moved his hands to safer territory. 


"Still wanna fuck Grandpa?" 


Junior swallowed hard, eyes wide and searching in the dim light. "Yes," he nodded slightly. 


Dave groaned. He'd been David's first male partner and could have him again, untouched. He wanted to land 


David flat on his back and force the memories into him but also knew that wasn't what David needed. 


Junior had leaned back, fighting the fear that was obvious on his unscarred features. Dave figured he must 
have looked truly scary as he held his impulses in check. "S'okay, c'mere.." He smiled softly and gently rubbed 
at the small of David's back He would have to be gentle, it would be like taking a new lover even if it was the 


thousandth time for him. 


He fed David some more kisses to loosen him up. David was blindly aggressive, touching and deepening their 
kisses, following Dave when he laid back on the floor and straddling the older man's hips for a second time. For 


all of his boldness, he was merely following. 


"Take your pants off." Junior tipped on his side again, trying to yank the tight jeans off over his hightops, 
youe P PP 9 ying to- y g gnTop 
grunting and groaning and twisting, finally managing to kick off his shoes and peel off the denim. 


Immediately he landed on Dave again, licking and sucking and squirming. Dave pushed him to sit again, knees 
holding firmly onto Dave's ribs. This was better, naked Junior looking down at him. Slowly he reached out and 
touched Junior's cock, watching as Junior's eyes fell closed and he dropped his head back. 


There weren't many people over the years he'd tried to please. Except David. No matter how drunk or high he 
was, there was always David. Carefully so not to scare him, Dave wrapped his fingers around the length and 
started stroking. He knew exactly how tight David liked it, and how fast to go. He wouldn't last long, no matter 


how much stamina he'd built up. 


Dave watched every single heaving breath, every whispered ‘please’, and burned into memory the way David's 
fingers clawed at him. If he ever woke up from this nightmare he'd need the memories of this Junior to fill his 


nights. 

Junior leaned forward, balancing on his hands and rocking his hips in earnest now. He drove his cock through 
Dave's fist, ramming himself into Dave's body. It obscured his view and left him watching a sweaty, straining 
neck. Dave lifted his head to lick away the sheen, dropping his head back to the hay when his surgically 


repaired vertebrae complained loudly. 


Lips found his again as Junior gave one last hard thrust and came, panting to catch his breath. He fell on Dave 


again, trapping his hand between them and smearing come on both of them. 


Dave's free arm wrapped around a very sweaty Junior, waiting for him to come around again Slowly he 


stirred, nuzzling into Dave's neck and spitting out the dyed red hair that had gotten everywhere. 
Feel better?" he asked softly. 


David only sighed and nodded slightly, still sprawled on top of Dave. 


He gave Junior a few moments, enjoying the closeness he thought they'd lost forever. It was still gone in a 


way, but he'd take what he could get. 


Junior eventually rolled off with an ‘oomph’, spooning into Dave's heat against the cold of the barn. "Why don't 
you get a jacket or something for me, and then head in for the night?" 


"Don't wanna," David said petulantly, nose still stuck in Dave's shoulder. 
"I know you don't wanna, but you're gonna get sick naked like that, and yer mom is gonna flip out if you're not 
in your bed" He stroked the unruly hair nestled against his skin. "Alone," he added, knowing how a teenager's 


mind worked. 


David sighed and sat up, not bothering to cover himself. "I sleep out here all the time, mom knows l'm here." 


He stood and headed for the ladder, stepping over the edge and disappearing. 


He came back up with a red horse blanket thrown over his shoulder. "It's clean" Junior held an edge and let it 


drop open. Small, but it would be enough. "Want me to get my pillow for you? You said your neck is bad." 


"No, no." Dave had a naked Junior with him who was intent on staying with him. He wasn't about to give him 


the option of coming to his senses and spending the night alone in his room. "I'll be fine." 


Junior slid next to him again, pressing against him and pulling the scratchy horse blanket over them. An arm 
draped over his stomach, timid fingers tracing over his shirt and worming underneath it. 


"How about you, you didn't." The hand worked down his belly and to his jeans, feeling it's way across his fly 


and searching until it found his neglected cock, still hard and aching for attention. 


Dave reached down and grabbed the wandering hand, pulling it back up to his stomach and holding it there. "It's 
ok, I'd rather just lie here." 


Junior popped up on an elbow and looked down at Dave. "I haven't.. but | can do to you what you did to me." 


“Thanks, kid" He leaned down and kissed Dave again, slower this time, without the rush of hormones. "This is all 
| wanted, just to be with you, like this." Junior looked confused again. "You'll understand when you get older.” 


"You just want to cuddle?" 
"Yeah, that's what | want." 
David seemed to think about it for a minute, before tucking himself under Dave's arm and settling down. He 


was asleep within minutes, probably way past his bedtime. It was early for Dave, used to the California 
lifestyle and late mornings. He would regret this tomorrow, chased out by farm hands with pitchforks or by 


David's mother's screams. He pulled David closer, just a few more hours of peace before he had to face 198 


agai n. 


Chapter 4 


Dave woke to a unusual sight. Giant stacks of hay bales were not the norm for anyplace he'd ever lived, and 
certainly didn't look like his comfortable bedroom. His eyes were dry as he looked around, throat feeling like 


he'd been on a week long bender. 
He closed his eyes again and pretended for a few minutes that he wasn't back in the 80's. 


David was gone and the sun was up, two more ominous signs that he should get up and gone before someone 
found him. The water jug was still there, and to his relief a small foil covered plate with some toast and a 


muffin. 


He ate quickly and quietly, enjoying Mrs. Ellefson’s blueberries. Judging by the sun he guessed it to be about 
ten am. He'd have to make a run for it, dodging anyone who might be up and working on the farm. To his 
surprise no one was around, probably out in the fields he figured. He simply walked out to his car and drove 
away, looking back to the tidy house in amazement. With nothing to fill his day, he found a small diner and 


drank his coffee while reading a newspaper someone had left behind. 


He parked at the school again, waiting for Junior's dismissal. Hopefully he'd made up with his friends and all was 
right in his world. Last thing Dave wanted to do was change anything, although he probably already had. 


David came out of the side door again, away from the buses and the larger crowd. Dave sat on the bumper as 
David searched for something, eyes scanning the parked cars and islands of talking people. He had someone with 


him that Dave didn't recognize from yesterday. 


The oddball in the group of overprotective housewives, Dave waived to Junior, who finally found him and 
nodded slightly, turning to walk his way. His friend caught his sight line and grabbed him, holding him back. 


David jerked his arm away and said something, they were still too far away for Dave to hear. 


His friend shouted back at him and David held up his middle finger as he walked towards Dave. Clearly things 
still weren't ok The thunderclouds lasted on David's face as he stomped up to the car, throwing his arms 
around Dave's neck and kissing him on the cheek. It was all for show and Dave could feel the anger in the kiss 


instead of Junior's usual softness. 

Dave barely put his hands on Junior's waist before David pulled away and dropped himself into the passenger 
seat, slamming the door behind him. "Hi to you too, dear," Dave muttered to himself as Junior sat in the car. 
Dave climbed in and turned the key over, the ancient engine starting with an ozone destroying shudder. 
"Whaddya wanna do, kid?" 


"I'm hungry," he answered immediately. 


Dave snorted, all kids that age were always hungry. Justis almost ate him out of house and home before he 


left for college. "Any place you wanna go?" 


David sat up in the seat and seemed to perk up. "Can we go to Pizza Ranch? It just opened and mom won't take 


me there. It's over on 3rd St." 


Pizza. Dave could do pizza "Sure." He drove over there, Junior feeding him directions through the small town 
traffic. Dave wasn't sure when he first looked at Pizza Ranch; it was kind of run down despite the fresh coat 
of paint. He was too used to the nicer areas in California and too many years removed from the grit of Los 

Angeles where he grew up. This was certainly closer to south LA than his San Diego subdivision. Although for 


Jackson, it was new. 


David looked around and walked through the door, letting it start to swing shut before Dave could lock the car 
and head in. It was probably the only car in the lot that was locked, but better safe than sorry. 


They found a booth in the back and Dave ordered some drinks. Again the waitress didn't question Junior's age 
and Dave was happy to be back in the 80's for a short time. 


"Wanna see the dam after we eat?" Junior looked over the small menu, sticking it back behind the napkin 


holder. "Not much, but the old hydro plant is kinda cool to walk around." 


Dave struggled with the menu in the dim light, eventually deciding to let Junior order. He shrugged. "Yeah, why 
not?" There were hours of daylight left to kill and not much to do. 


Junior still smiled at getting his bottle of beer, the perks of hanging out with an older crowd not lost on him. 


"When are you gonna teach me more songs?" 

‘I'm not," Dave said, not batting an eyelash. Junior's jaw dropped. 

"Aw, c'mon man, those were killer, and | thought you said | played them anyway, so what's it matter?" 

"And you'll play them again in time, and many more." David started to argue, and Dave cut him off. "Work on 
your basics now, get your rudiments down so that you can play properly, and then I'll show them to you again 
when | write them." 

"But that'll be.. years!" David whined and pouted, trying to use his cuteness to advantage. 

Good thing David had expected the puppy dog eyes and pout. "Yep. For now, you need to patch things up with 
your friends and keep playing." David grumbled and sipped at his beer. "I'm not joking. | could disappear 


tomorrow, and it's a long way to LA from here." 


The pizza arrived and they made room on the table. "You never told me how we met." Junior grabbed a slice 


and started eating, not even bothering to set it on a plate. Dave let his cool down a bit first. 


"And l'm not gonna tell you, or I'll never have a moment's peace." He picked up his pizza slice. "Not exactly a 


morning person.’ 
"You'd like mornings if you tried them. You can get lots of stuff done in the quiet” 


Dave only smirked while he chewed. "At that time," he swallowed. "| was so fucked up, it's a miracle that | lived 
really. Life was crazy, and | was likely passing out at Tam, not waking up fully rested." 


David looked like he was having a hard time wrapping his mind around staying up all night and sleeping all day. 
"Why didn't you just go to bed?" 


Oh, kid." Dave wiped his fingertips on a napkin. The pizza was actually pretty gross. "I was in." he paused, "a 
band, and they'd kicked me out, | was doing what ever | could to keep myself high. Playing gigs, fixing car, selling 
drugs, ya know, whatever." 

David looked shocked. "You sold drugs?" he said quietly as possible. 

‘Lots of ‘em." It was the first time Dave had really been embarrassed about his past profession. "| was good 
at it. I'd been doing it since | was fifteen and on my own, so | had to be good once the Metallica handouts 
stopped." 

"Metallica?" David pondered the name. "Cool name." 

Dave facepalmed himself at the slip up. "Yeah, well," Dave decided a little sway wouldn't hurt. "We got to New 
York to record our first album. It was awesome, we were having a great time in the city and getting drunk and 
high and fucking our way through it when they pull me aside, tell me I'm fired, and hand me a Greyhound 
ticket" 

David stopped with his second slice halfway to his mouth. "That sucks." 


"So | was trying to put together a new band and it wasn't working. | remember lying there, trying to finally 


sleep and you were practicing and | couldn't take it anymore, and | yelled for you to shut up." 
"Did it work?" David asked around his mouthful. 


"Yes, and no. You shut up, | think | threw something at your window, you said | did anyway, and ten minutes 


later you were knocking at my door." 


Dave went back to munching on his overbaked pizza, the grease starting to congeal as it cooled. "So then 
what?" David had drained his beer and put away three slices of pizza while Dave was still on his first. 


Dave shrugged. "I slammed the door in your face." 


Junior frowned and reached for a fourth slice. "Did you change your mind later, or what?" 


"No, you fucking knocked again, dumbass. | was pissed until you asked if | had beer. Any excuse for a party, 


right? Even at ten am." 

"Hell yeah!" David raised his empty bottle. 

Dave couldn't help but smile, clanking his wine glass to Junior's beer. 

David drank, and his smile seemed to fade slightly. "Look, | know you didn't want to tell me, but thanks." 

"You think | would have bought you at some sort of slave auction or something?" Dave wanted to keep it 
lighthearted, God only knows what Junior was thinking. Junior shrugged again. "Parts of life were absolute shit, 
but overall its been pretty good and | don't want to change it too much by being here. Star Wars or some 


shit like that." 


"Star Trek | think. Did you see the newest Star Wars movie? It was so cool!" Dave reached for a second slice 


of pizza before Junior ate them all. "There's supposed to be a third one coming out later." 


"The third one sucks." Junior looked like Dave had just killed the Easter bunny. "But the fourth one, which is 
really the first one, is great” Junior cocked his head. "Except for JarJar. You hated him." 


"JarJar? Never heard of him." David eyed up what was left of the pizza. "You gonna eat that?" 

"Nah, go ahead." David could eat later if he got hungry. He wouldn't be able to spend another night in the barn, 
as much as it would break Junior's heart. "I just don't want to change the good stuff if | can help it” Dave 
steered the conversation back on track. Star Wars, while fun, wasn't going to help him get home. 

Unless.. 

"Hey, kid. Remind me later about Marty, ok? I'll know what you mean" 


"Marty, ok" He muttered Marty to himself a few times, trying to remember it. 


Fed David was a happy David, and after a while in the pizzeria they decided to split, boxing up the lone uneaten 
slice and heading out to the dam. 


They opted to walk to the dam, Junior said it was just a few streets away. And it wasn't much, just some 


concrete at the side of the river and some chain link fence, all in a sad state of disrepair. 


Dave wanted some MMs. He'd have to find a convenience store or gas station, something. He doubted there 
was much in the way of medical grade pharmaceuticals that Junior could get his hands on, and he really didn't 


want to end up back in rehab, if there was even such a thing in this neck of the woods. 


"This is it?" He looked around the small fenced off area and grassy field with No Trespassing signs posted all 


over. 


"Yeah, it's all on the back." David slipped between the rusted railings and around the fence, clinging onto the 
chipped concrete. Dave got to the edge and looked down. It was a long way down to the water. "Tore most of it 


down last year." 


Dave looked at a much younger Junior scaling the narrow precipice and joined him, bending under the same 
rusted pipes and clinging to the fencing. He took a little bit longer to work his way across than Junior did, but 
made it safely to a short concrete wall in the middle of the river. It was barely wide enough to stand on and 


he lingered by the wall. 


Junior had walked out further, used to his little hiding place and surer on his feet. "What do you do out here?" 
Dave made sure he had a hand around the bottom of the railing. No way he was going to fall in 


David shrugged again. "Sit and watch the water. Sometimes you can fish if the water isn't too fast. Sometimes 
you can burn one." He was staring into the water, watching the foam bubbles as they formed at the edge of 


the dam, the murky water probably full of the run off from the local farms and liverys. 

Junior looked back to see Dave handing out by the wall, a death grip on the railing. "Are you scared?" 

"No," Dave was quick to deny. "Just don't want to go swimming right now." David looked at him, taking in the 
way his feet were planted and his knees were locked together. "Climb up, there a better spot on the bank a bit 
down further." 

Dave nervously traced his steps back to safe dirt, wiping the sweat from his neck when he made it. Junior 
trailed behind him, gracefully stepping over the last bit of metal and quickly catching up with Dave on the dirt 


trail that led downstream. 


"| need a fucking cigarette." Dave let his hair down and gathered it together again, wrapping the tie around the 


curls and keeping them under control. 


Junior reached in his pocket and pulled out a crashed pack of Marlboro's, tipping one out and handing it to 


Dave. 


"Quit years ago, but thanks." David shrugged again and stuck the filter end in his mouth, dragging a lighter out 
of his pocket. "You really should too, you know." 


"Why would | quit?" He mumbled around his smoke, re-pocketing the lighter. "Everyone does it" 


Dave grabbed his cigarette and took a puff, handing it back to him. "Because its bad for you." The blast of 


nicotine calmed his frazzled nerves. 


"What, in 2015 is water and sunshine bad for you too?" He sucked on his cigarette, tapping the ashes into the 


grass. 
"Skin cancer, and don't even get me started on the water that comes out of that river." 
"Dude, that's way fucked up." 


"There are website upon websites and YouTube's I'd love to show you." David just looked at him oddly. "If | had 
my phone." 


"You get the internet thing on a cordless phone?" 
"Or a laptop, desktop, tablet, anything these days." 
"Do | have a phone other than the one at home?" 


Junior pointed to a small break in the trees. "Yeah, you're Mr. YouTube, always putting up your home movies 


and photos and stuff. The fans love it." 

"Cool" David didn't say anything else as he pulled a few maple saplings aside, pushing his way through the 
dense underbrush and down a deer trail to the water. Again, it wasn't much, just some rocks and a break in 
the trees. At least it was shaded and there was a nice breeze. 

Junior pulled off his tshirt and tossed it across a nearby branch. "Hot out here, isn't it?" 


Dave swallowed at the sight of David's skin on show again. He knew he'd been had. "You're a little shit." 


"But at least I'm your shit" David stepped closer to Dave, with what he probably thought was a seductive 


smile. It looked goofy in the teenage awkwardness. 


He got within arms reach and Dave planted a finger square in the middle of his chest, holding him off. "Were 


my shit. You're with Chris now, remember?" 

David frowned and argued. "But it's 198l, | have no clue who this mysterious Chris is, where he is, or if he even 
is now." David's face fell suddenly. "Please tell me I'm not a child molester when | grow up." David seemed to 
think more and stopped his advances on David. 


"Relax, he's only a few years younger than you, and he treats you like gold, so don't worry.” 


The thoughts about what he could be in the future consumed him, and David sat on one of the larger rocks, 
legs stretched out in front of him. "Tell me about Chris. What's he like?" 


"He's... Dave chose his words carefully. "His nickname is Thor, but I've never seen him get angry ever. He joins 
you in your quest to visit every coffee shop in the world. He's a great guitarist and his wife does a lot of our 
photography work. He.." 


David interrupted. "I thought you said it was me and him?" 


"Yeah, but.. Things are more complicated when you grow up. Especially with touring all the time, or being locked 


in the studio. Everyone that matters is ok with it" 
"What about God?" 


"That's something you have to ask yourself, Leviticus. Your branch of Missouri still views it as a sin, but 
there you are living it” David looked out at the river, watching the water flow past. "It hasn't stopped you in 
your studies." 


Dave didn't know how much thinking Junior had done over the last twenty four hours, by the distant look on 
his face he probably hadn't done much. 


"Don't worry, you figure it out in your own time." 
"Great" He said sarcastically, "Thanks." 


Dave was not interested in looking at the back of his head all afternoon while he sorted out his hang-ups. "Hey, 
cmere." David turned to look behind him and Dave had to motion for him to stand up. Dave had to close the 


distance between them as Junior's feet seemed rooted to the dirt. "Give me your hands." 


Slowly Junior raised his hands, letting David hold them in his own. Dave marveled at the differences between 


his own worn hands and Junior's smooth ones. The difference couldn't have been more stark. 


"Is this ok?" Dave rubbed small sweeps with his thumbs, patiently waiting for David to work things through. 
Dave counted the freckles on Junior's arms, remembering how much more pronounced they became as he 


aged. 


When Dave looked up he saw David looking at both of their intertwined hands. David nodded slowly, not pulling 
his hands away but not holding Dave's hands either. 


David ran his hands slowly up Junior's wrists and arms, watching as the dappled light changed colors and 
painted his skin. His hands ended up on Junior's shoulders, and with a small step closer they were nose to nose, 
Dave wrapping his arms around Junior's shoulders and pulling him near. Junior buried his nose in Dave's chest, 


finally grabbing on to Dave's waist and holding tight. 


‘Ils this ok?" Dave asked again, feeling the hot puff of breath Junior released into his shirt. Junior had always 


been grabby, he craved the attention and closeness like Dave had craved success and drugs. He knew what 


buttons to push alright, and he'd give Junior just enough rope to hang himself. 


Dave pulled back slightly, and Junior looked up as his cushion was taken away. Dave lowered his face and kissed 


the familiar lips, just chaste, nothing that would upset the confused youth. 

Then he pushed David away fully. "When you figure it out, let me know" Dave grabbed Junior's shirt and 
headed back up the hill to the path, taking a gamble that he'd follow after a short debate with himself. As the 
gravel crunched under his shoes, the brush rustled and a frantic looking David emerged, jogging to catch up 
with Dave. 

| know what | want," he said proudly. 


"No you don't" Dave said it matter of factly, as only someone of his experience could. He threw the shirt at 


David. "Put your fucking shirt on" 

Junior lifted his arms and slid the cotton garment on, his frizzy hair popping out of the collar and standing on 
end despite the heat and humidity. Dave walked, he hoped it was towards the car but he was lost. He wished 
he paid more attention to where Junior had brought him. 


"Where are you going?" David was now walking beside him, hands shoved deep into this pockets. 


"Somewhere where | can get some vicodin" He was really just looking for his car, and possibly someplace that 


sold M€M's. David didn't need to know that. 
"My mom has some percocet's left over you could probably have." 


The spot in the back of Dave's jaw that wanted drugs throbbed. He stopped walking. "Ma Ellefson's got 


percocets?" 

David had stopped walking also, shading his eyes from the sun. "Yeah, well, ten or so maybe. | dunno exactly." 
Dave ground his teeth, trying to ignore the ache. "Where is there a gas station or something?" 

Junior pointed to the right. "Up on Grant, there's a gas station and a general store." 


Dave started walking, leaving Junior behind again. "Hey, wait!" Junior caught up quickly. "What do ya need gas 
for? The car's back that way." He hitched a thumb over his shoulder. 


Dave threw the car keys at him. "Go sit in the car for a bit, I'll be right back" 
"Dave, what are you doing?" 


Dave sneered, a sight that would have sent people fleeing in his youth. Sadly it was less and less effective as 


he got older. "Get in the car. Now," he growled and continued walking. 

Junior's sneakers pounded down the sidewalk, getting farther and farther away from Dave with each step. The 
traffic noise eventually obscured Junior's feet and Dave smiled. It would be good to scare the kid a bit, make 
him think before he did something really stupid. 

The gas station was near, and five dollars later he had a small baggie full of M€M's, enough to last him an 
entire night. He tore the corner off of one pack and dumped a few into his mouth, crunching the candy shells 
and savoring the creamy chocolate inside. 


His car rumbled up and clipped the curb as it ground to a halt in one of the parking spots. 


"Want some M$M's?" Dave said around his mouthful, holding out the opened pack to Junior who was hanging 
halfway out of the open window. 


"I thought you.." He tapered off, seeing someone he knew at the pumps. Dave held up the M€M's, waiving it for 
David to see. 


"M€M's." Dave dumped the rest of the pack into his mouth, crumpling up the wrapper and stowing it in the 
paper sack with the rest of the unopened packets. 


Dave walked around to the passenger side, waiting for David to lean across the seats and unlock it. They sat in 


silence for a minute, David's hands white knuckled on the steering wheel. 


"You gonna drive somewhere, or are we gonna sit here all day?" Dave broke into his second pack of M¢M's, 


filling up on sugar after David at all of his pizza. 


David breathed out, probably counting to ten in his head. "| was gonna see if you wanted to crash Jimmy's 


party." 

David waited for Junior to go on. He could wait all day if he needed to. 

"Are you always such an asshole?" 

Dave smiled the biggest smile he could put on. "Just figuring that out now, sunshine?" 


"Thirty years, eh?" Junior looked over and slid his hands to the bottom of the steering wheel. "God help me." 
He laid his head on the horn before looking skyward and sighing. "Guess I'd better get used to it” 


"So who's Jimmy?" 


David put the car into reverse and headed out of the parking lot, surprising Dave with how well he drove. 


Must be all those years on a tractor. 


Chapter 5 


Dave was surprised when Junior drove them straight back to his parent's house, parking right next to the side 


door. 
"Mom and Dad went to see friends in Spirit Lake, they won't be back until later." 
Junior slammed the car door and walked inside the unlocked house, making sure Eliot wasn't around. 


Dave sat nervously in the car, looking around for any signs of people. His luck had been good so far, but luck 


always ran out eventually. 


Junior whistled to him, standing in the open doorway with his hip against the door frame, waiving him inside. 
"This is it," Junior said, leading him through the mud room and into the kitchen. 


"Your mom have any of her peanut butter cookies left?" 


"Uh, no, she's got." Junior opened the cookie jar on the counter by the coffeemaker. "Looks like cinnamon 


raisin" He sniffed one and set it back in the jar. 


"Hey hey, give," Dave waived the cookie over, Junior reaching back into the canister and pulling out one. "Two, 
please." Dave stuck one into his mouth and chewed, the soft buttery texture melting on his tongue. "Your mom 


makes the best cookies." 
"Dude, doesn't your wife make cookies?" Junior seemed puzzled by the thought. 
"Pam's a great lady, but cooking ain't one of her better areas." 


Junior looked at the floor and shuffled out of the room, through the small formal dining room and down the 


hallway to what David knew was the living room. 


He peeked his head in as he followed Junior, looking for the spot on the wall where the first gold record hung. 
It was currently bare, just waiting for the nail to be punched through plaster. 


"Hey Junior, c'mere." David held him by the shoulders and walked him into the middle of the living room, 
turning him around and pointing him at the blank wall. "Anything missing?" 


Junior frowned and started looking around, seeing nothing out of order. Dave stepped forward and pointed to 
the blank spot on the wall. "That's where your first gold record hangs," he said proudly, watching as Junior's 
eyebrows rose. "Right there." He watched Junior's face as he slowly broke out into a broad smile. "I gotta piss, 
is the bathroom still where it used to be?" Dave hated breaking Junior's moment, but he really did need a 


toilet, or a tree. 


"Yeah, man, just down and to the left" 


When Dave was done, music was coming from Junior's room, staticy like a bad radio reception. Dave knocked on 
the wall as Junior shuffled through his closet. "Hey, you can come on in" Dave hadn't stepped foot in this 


room in twenty years. Mrs. E changed it to a sewing room sometime around 2000. 


"This is weird" Dave looked around, noticing the small old transistor radio on Junior's nightstand struggling to 


pull in the Police's latest single. He touched the David Lee Roth poster, the paper still shiny and smooth. 


"What posters did you have on your walls now?" David pushed some shirts aside, holding up a black tshirt to 
his chest and hanging it back up. 


Dave sat on the neatly made bed, watching Junior. "Nothing, | don't remember any posters in the places | 
crashed. Some scorch marks, lots of dirt. Think one place had a bad painting of the sea or some shit" 


Junior stopped his sorting, looking over his shoulder. "Sorry your life was so shit” 
Dave nodded, pulling at the small pills on the coverlet. "S'not your fault." 


"Never said it was." David draped a shirt across the back of the wooden chair at his desk. "You wanna find a 


shirt?" 


Junior was all skin and bones, much thinner that David had been in years. "| don't think anything will fit me. 


Maybe when | was your age, but not now." 


"This one is kinda big, it should fit" David held out a black Blue Oyster Cult shirt, not his first choice but 


better than whatever was fermenting in the trunk of the car. 


"| need a fucking shower." He smelled, even to himself. All the heat and the sweat and a night in the barn did 
little for his hygiene. "And a shave." Stubble was cool in 2014, no so in ‘84, he probably looked homeless. 


"So go shower. You know where the bathroom is." Dave hesitated, he was pushing it being in Junior's house as 


it was. "Ill stand guard, you'll be fine." 


"That's what l'm worried about," he grumbled. "I'm on your bed and you haven't attacked me yet, | must be 


losing my Touch." 


"Ill give you a touch." Junior buried himself back in his closet. "Towels are in the hall closet, razor is the left 


drawer with my shampoo." Junior pulled out a stack of jeans. "What size you take?" 


"94" 


Junior pursed his lips, nodding, and tossing the jeans onto the floor of the closet. "Well, it was a good idea." 
Dave closed the bathroom door, intent on using the hot water while he could. He still intended to get a hotel 
room, but with David involved there was every chance it might not happen again. He didn't relish another night 
in the barn. 

He gave it a few minutes, making sure no one followed him in before turning on the water. He draped his jeans 
over the towel bar, hoping they'd steam themselves somehow, and leaving his shirt on the floor in a ball. It 
was ruined. He hadn't seen a laundromat anywhere in town and it was getting down to it, he'd either have to 


buy new clothes or wash the ones he had. Maybe he'd do that while David was at school. 


The shampoo cleaned his hair but the conditioner left a lot to be desired. He rinsed out the greasy slime and 


shampooed again, knowing his hair would be a frizzy mess and unable to do anything about it. 


A blast of chilled air hit his backside, and a naughty looking face peeked in between the wall and the shower 
curtain. "Hi," David said, eying him up and down, 


"Ex-fucking-scuse me," Dave snapped, pushing the curtain closed over David's face. 
David ended up with a faceful of water droplets for his troubles. "I just wanted to look!" 
"You can look sometime else when your parents aren't going to walk in" 


The curtain parted again and David stuck his face in. "Jesus, | said you'd be fine, they won't be back until late." 


Dave scrubbed at his armpits, ignoring Junior's glib dismissal. 

Fingers touched his butt and poked at the muscle. "I bet you were fucking hot when you were young.’ 

"| was, and | still am." Dave knocked the annoying hand away and continued scrubbing his arms and chest. 
“Turn around," Junior said, fingers still clutching the plastic curtain liner so it couldn't be shut on him again. 
"Why?" 

"Because | want to see" David had started pulling the curtain back a little more, letting in even more cold air. 


"IFs a dick, it looks like every other dick" Dave turned the water a bit colder hoping to delay any reaction his 
body might have. 


"Yeah, but it's your dick, and | wanna see." The curtain dropped and Dave could see his figure move to the 
front of the curtain. He turned to face the wall, giving Junior another view of his butt while he rinsed off. 


"Aw, come on, that's not fair." 


Dave rolled his eyes, pretty sure that his left arm was clean. The cold water wasn't doing as much good as he 
hoped it would. "Just go back to your room and jerk off. I'll be out shortly." 


"Aww, man." he wined, backing up from the shower. "Can't | just sit on the toilet?" 


David tried to turn the water even colder. "Go back to your room and take care of it, and you can find some 


chick at Jimmy's party and take out all your frustrations." 
"What if | don't want a girl?" 


"Then find a guy, | don't care." David sighed and Dave felt the eye roll even if he couldn't see it. "Look, you're 


sixteen, | was there too, one set of nice tits and you'll forget about my wrinkly old hide." 


| won't" He might have only been sixteen, but Dave knew that tone. When Junior wanted something he went 
for it one hundred percent and he didn't stop until he got it. Dave didn't know how long he could keep brushing 
Junior off. 


"Hyeah," he snorted in defeat but managed to make it sound like skepticism. 


The door closed with a click, and Dave heard the familiar clods walk the short distance to Junior's bedroom. 
Finally he was able to turn the water back to a human temperature, running a palm along his neglected 
erection He let the spray hit him in the face and run down his body, just wishing he was back in the right 


time without seriously screwing something up. 

Not wanting to linger, he turned off the shower and dried himself, afraid to look at his hair in the mirror. He 
didn't see a flat iron anywhere, only a blow dryer and some hair spray. It had been a while, but he hadn't 
forgotten how to do it. After ten minutes of cussing and pulling, he decided he would have to dig the hat out 
of the car before he went anywhere. 

"Junior!" He made sure the towel was firmly wrapped around his waist. 


The door opened a few seconds later. "Yeah, Dave?" Junior took in one look at the knotted mess and grimaced. 


Dave held out the purple can of hairspray. "Just spray it while | hold it flat. Goddamn ancient conditioner isn't 
cutting it." 


Junior froze, not spraying even though Dave had a large chunk separated out. "Uhh, which conditioner did you 


use?" 


"The shit in your drawer" Dave dragged the comb through another section of hair as Junior peeked into the 


shower. "Why?" 


"Uh, nevermind," David said quickly, an interesting shade of red. "Rather greasy, isn't it?" 


"Yrain't fucking kidding. | had to wash it a second time, that's why it looks like this." Dave struggled with another 
lock, groaning when the curl puffed up underneath the hairdryer. "Don't know how you can use that shit" 


Dave saw Junior bite his lip in the mirror. He sprayed Dave's hair. "| don't use it on my hair.” 


Dave leaned against the sink and stared at the basin. "At least tell me that you let the ‘extra’ go down the 


drain" David was silent and unmoving. "Fuck my life," Dave moaned. 


"Is supposed to be good for your hair. Protein and all that" David tried to cover, stammering uncomfortably 
and still trying to grab at Dave's hair. 


Dave pushed Junior back again, trapping him against the wall. There was no use in being angry, it was already 
done. “There are better ways of getting your come in my hair." He kissed the end of Junior's nose. "Get 
dressed and let's go before anyone shows up." Dave grabbed his dirty clothes and got out of the bathroom 


before Junior could even set down the hairspray. 


Back in David's room he reluctantly picked up the BOC shirt and slid it on. It was a little tight in the chest but 
it would do. He pulled the underwear out of his jeans and balled them up with his dirty shirt, tossing them on 


the floor. Commando it was for lack of any other choice. 


David closed the door as Dave dropped his towel and stepped into his jeans. He didn't miss Junior craning his 
neck to see a quick flash. "You ready?" 


Junior hovered near the closet again, finally deciding on a shirt and tossing the hanger on his bed. He 
unbuttoned his jeans and pushed them down, Dave had the decency to look away as Junior changed. 


"Whatcha think?" David slapped his hands on his thighs and Dave looked over. Dark blue denim with white 
overstitching. Dave felt his mouth water as Junior turned around. "Just got them from Minneapolis." The denim 
was so tight it showed off curves Junior didn't even have. The zig zag stitched into the back pocket did little 


to distract from the smooth lines. The jeans clung to David's thin legs, all the way down to the folded under 
cuff. "Well?" 


Dave had to tear his eyes away from the delicious sight. "Jordache?" was all he could squeak out. 
Junior frowned. "You don't like them?" 


Dave followed the stitching all the way back up Junior's thigh. "They're a litte tight," he said, feeling his own 


jeans suddenly restrictive. Forget being able to tell what religion he was, Dave could see where.. 


"Don't you have anything decent to wear?" Dave snarled, his own need making him bite out at others. 


"What?" David ran his hands down the side seams. "Everything's covered." 


Dave sighed; it was going to be another long night. "Shut up. Get in the car." Dave hoped wherever this party 


was it was far enough away to give him some deflation time. 

Junior shrugged and pulled out a pair of shoes from under his bed. He toed into the wooden clogs, the long line 
of his leg lengthening impossibly more as he stepped onto the raised heel. "Fuck," Dave whispered to himself. 
He'd have to drop David off and leave him. Sucky thing to do to a friend. Maybe there'd be a girl at the party 


with Daddy issues he could play off of. He hated to be the weird guy who hung out by himself in a corner, 
but here he was going to a high school party as a fifty year old. 


Junior waived a hand in front of his eyes, bending at the waist and looking down into his eyes. "Ready to go?" 
Dave shook himself, breaking his thoughts. "Get out of my face." Junior was much too close. 


‘Man, what's wrong with you?" Junior's face fell and he backed away. "You go from alright to bastard on a 


dime." 

“Amazing talent, isn't it?" 

Junior pursed his lips. If it had been anyone else Dave was certain the next thing said would be a hearty ‘fuck 
you', but he could never predict David completely. He never knew when the proper Christian boy would come 
out or if it would be the drug-addled sexaholic. 


David raised a finger. "Don't blame me for your problems." 


It stung, and Dave felt it go into an old wound. Before he could think he had David's hand crushed in his. "Don't 
talk about things you don't understand. 


It was David who pushed him away this time. "Who says | don't understand" Dave growled softly, sneer fully in 


place. "You're the one ready to bust a load in your shorts, not me." 
"Fuck you," was all he could reply, curling up his legs protectively and tossing away Junior's hand. 


"Oh, I've been trying," David smoothed out his tshirt. "I figure when you're ready to give up the act you'll let 


me know." 
"Fuck you," Dave said again, without much bite this time. 


"Can't you say anything else?" David extended the same hand, offering to pull Dave up off the bed. "Ill show 
you around, get you drunk, get you high. That should mellow you out a bit" Dave pissed around on the bed, not 
willing to concede. "Man, you gonna wait around for my parents to get back? You can drive off any time you 


want, it's not like I'm keeping you here." 


Dave looked out the window, night had indeed fallen and he'd have to hide again, and soon. Making a decision, he 
slid off the bed and tried to hide his lingering erection "Get me the hell out of here." Junior pointed to the 
door, letting Dave lead the way out of the house and to the hidden car. 


"You know," David said as they got in the car, Dave digging around in the back to find his knit hat that would 
hide his hair. "Your life probably would have been a whole lot easier if you just talked to me." He started the 


engine, now trusted with Dave's car. "Honestly." 


David got the car on the road, and once they were away from the Ellefson house Dave finally looked up from 


his knees. "I know." 


Junior sighed and slowly reached out a hand across the long span, resting it on Dave's leg. 


Chapter 6 


Jimmy's house was on the west side of the river, Dave knew he was in trouble because he couldn't see 


anything in the darkness, and there was little chance of him ever making it back to town without David's help. 


The house was light by a single light by the front door, aside from the stack of beat up trucks Dave would 
have never guessed it for a party. David managed to park the car. "What's up with this place?" Dave asked, 
looking through the windows into the empty first floor. A few smokers lingered on the porch. 


‘Its a rental that Jim's parents own. It's not rented until the first of the month." David nodded to a the 


smokers. "You can't smoke in here, by the way." 


Immediately through the door was a narrow staircase that led up. Dave could hear the music and the crowd 


upstairs. "Keeping it nice for the renters," David mentioned as he started to climb the stairs. "You coming?" 


The crowd really didn't appeal to Dave, he's already had a run in with Junior's friends and the freaks on the 


porch had given him the evil eye. He knew he wasn't welcome. 
"Nah, I'mma hang down here a bit. You have a good time." 


Junior shrugged and headed up the stairs. Dave watched his ass until it was out of sight, starting out on 
exploring the ground floor. There was a little bit of furniture, a small kitchen set, major appliances, and a chair 
in the living room. Not much to keep him occupied. He puttered about in the empty kitchen before finally 
sitting at the table and laying his head on his arms. 


Noises filtered from upstairs, lots of heavy footfalls, some laughs, occasionally a song would be louder than 
the others, apparently someone upstairs liked Journey. The door slammed as smokers went in and out, none of 
them bothering to linger downstairs. Dave was happy in a way, he wouldn't have to restrain himself from 
attacking David all night. He hated to look at him and not have him, but the small voice rehab had put into his 
head told him he couldn't have any. 

Fucking voice. 

He closed his eyes, almost able to pretend it was 2014 again and wondered how Rocky was doing in his absence. 
Dave woke a few minutes later to familiar feet stomping down the stairs. He wiped the drool from his lips and 
stretched his back, listening to the pops and cracks as he sat up in the chair. The clomps continued through 
the living room and into the kitchen, pausing at the doorway. 


"Dave?" He turned in the chair towards Junior. "Can we go now?" 


Dave frowned, not knowing how long he'd been asleep. Getting up he walked over to David and stopped at the 


smell. 
He looked at David's reddened eyes. 


"You're high." It wasn't an accusation, just a statement. David giggled. "You're completely wasted." David laughed, 
finding it hilarious. He reached out to grab at Dave, who caught his hand and held his arm. 


"lam a little high," David admitted, leaning into Dave. 
"Still want to go home?" 
"Uh huh," David nodded. "Can we get some ice cream?" 


It had been a while since Dave had had to manage with anyone this high without the aid of security. "Uuuh, no, 
| think we'd better get you home." 


"But Daaaaaave," he whined. "You always get me ice cream." 
"You don't know that yet." Dave tried to turn Junior around and get him pointed towards the door. 
"Don't you want a beer?" Junior turned and tried to go up the stairs again. Dave had to grab him by the waist. 


"No, no, don't go up there. Let's go outside for a bit, blow the skunk off ya" He reached into Junior's front 
pocket and pulled out the crushed pack of cigarettes. 


The porch was empty for a change, and Dave sat with his back to the wooden siding, watching as Dave smoked. 
After making sure Junior was out of immediate danger, Dave stood on the edge of the porch and looked out 


into the darkness, hoping he could figure out how to get them home. 

"Hey, Dave," Junior was fighting back laughs. 

"Yeah, kid?" Dave turned to look, watching as Junior squirted his little bottle of Visine onto the siding. 

"Look, it's a dog. He's peeing." Junior doubled up laughing, dropping his Visine and holding his stomach. Dave 
smiled, it was good to see Junior so relaxed, even if it was artificial. David wrapped his arms around his 
stomach as he laughed, struggling to suck in air between deep howls. "He's peeing." 

Dave watched as he kept laughing, the joke obviously funny to his stoned mind. Eventually he crushed out his 
cigarette and knelt beside Junior. "Let's go, kid" David kept laughing, even as Dave hauled him up and managed 


to fold him into the car. "Do you even remember what you're laughing about?" 


David shook his head and Dave closed the door, climbing in the driver's side. "Ellefson, you have to get us back 


to the farm." 


He was still chuckling, eyes shut as he leaned back into the busted old cloth seat. He wouldn't be much help. 
Dave started the car and headed in what he hoped was the direction home, surprised when after a short time 


he found the bridge over the river and his way back to the farm. 


David had calmed considerably after the drive, leaning heavily against the door and looking out at the stars. 
Dave slowly crept the monster car into what was becoming its parking spot behind the barn Sooner or later 


someone would notice the tire tracks. 


Dreams of soft hotel beds drifted through Dave's head, an impossible tease given Junior's current condition. He 


couldn't leave his little buddy like this, not even gift wrapped on his mother's front porch. 


He convinced Junior to get out of the car and into the barn. Dave was pleased when he only stumbled a few 
times and relieved when he shimmied up the ladder to the hay loft. Being a country kid must have its 
advantages. Dave guessed it was late, the moon was high and the stars were peeking through the whispy 
clouds. His stomach growled and he poked at it. Pizza and M€M's, while fine for a teenager, didn't cut it as you 


grew older. 


David's head popped up from where he was lying in some spread out hay. "Ya hungry?" He climbed to his knees 
and stood. "Mom's got some food in the kitchen. I'm starving. Want some potato chips? I'm pretty sure she's 


got cookies." He pointed his fingers at Dave. "Potato salad, man, I'll go get us some." 

David smiled lopsidedly and slid down the ladder, not even waiting for Dave's reply. Dave thudded his head 
against his makeshift pillow. He was pretty certain Junior‘d be alright just getting food. His mother might box 
his ears but he was pretty sure Ma Ellefson was a lot sharper than she ever let on 

Dave waited patiently, his thoughts turning to his new future and the life he'd have to start rebuilding soon 
Footfalls sounded outside in the dirt. Dave listened for any sounds of Junior weaving or wandering off into the 
soy fields. Something tickled at the back of his brain. It wasn't David's normal shuffle/clod pattern, in fact it 
sounded more like a few people and a bit away from the barn. 

"Shit," he muttered to himself, creeping over to the edge of the hay window and peeking out. A small group of 
people stood in a cluster between the house and the barn. They were dressed similarly to David, certainly not 


farm hands or police. Dave cowered, hiding in the shadows of the timber framing. 


Junior emerged from the screen door, holding it so it wouldn't slam shut. There was a cardboard box in his 


hand, doubtlessly a pile of food he'd pulled from Ma's cluttered shelves. 
David waived to them and walked over, Dave could just barely hear their conversation over the crickets. 


"What's up, man?" David was so high, Dave tried to hide his face in his hands. 


"We saw you leave the party with Grandpa" David stopped a few feet from the crowd, balancing the box on a 
hip. 


"Yeah, did |?" David giggled again, hopefully not thinking about his dog piss joke. "What are you guys doin’ here? 
We were just about to eat" 


Dave clutched the wall. Wrong thing to say Junior. One of the guys locked around the empty driveway. 
"We?" asked the tall boy. Dave thought he remembered him from band practice. 

"Yeah, me 'n Dave" 

There was some grumbling from the crowd. "You butt buddies with that sick fuck or what?” 


Dave watched as Junior straightened up. "What? He's my friend" Maybe Junior finally realized his situation, as 
he stepped back a pace from the group. "He's actually pretty cool.” 


"My mom saw him yelling at you in town today." 
"So what?" Dave had stepped back again, this time the pack moved forward a step. 


"So," the tall kid leaned closer to David. "You need to get rid of him and hang with people your own age again." 


The tall kid tossed his cigarette butt into the dirt. "What is he, a hundred years old?" 
He could see Junior's shoulders tense at the personal attack. "Fuck off" 


"We're just trying to stop you from making a huge mistake." One of the two other monkey's stepped forward, 
the third soon flanking David, cutting off his route to the barn. 


David looked at his friends, stoned mind trying to plan a way out. "Thanks, but | think | know what l'm doing." 

| don't want to see him again, not at school, not at church, not eating a fucking pizza" The middle guy stepped 
even closer to David. They were about the same size, but three to one was always a bad ratio. Maybe in his 
prime Dave could have taken them with David's help, but not now. 

A line littered through Dave's mind, one Electra used to play constantly. ‘| ain't as good as | once was, | got a 
few years on me now: He pushed it away, annoyed at the distraction, and debated about showing himself in the 
driveway. 


"He goes where he wants." Junior held his ground. "It's not your fucking town 


"We saw his car. Where's he hiding, your bedroom?" 


David shifted dinner on his hip. "None of your business, he's not hiding.’ 

"Oh yeah? Your dad know about him yet? Eliot doesn't know a thing when | asked him earlier." 

"Leave them out of this," David purred "Get out of here." 

"Or what, you'll sick Grandpa on us?" 

There was the thing about Junior. You never had to worry about him when he was yelling. It was when he was 
quiet you had to worry. It was the complete opposite of Dave's own personality and very few people ever saw 
David's true temper, as opposed to the millions who watched Dave have breakdowns over the years. 

Junior dropped the dinner box and his hands curled into fists. "Say that again, bitch." 

"Make sure Grandpa puts his teeth in before he fights." 

Junior launched himself at the kid in the middle, landing a left hook. Dave shot down the ladder as fast as he 
could, skipping rungs and landing hard at the bottom. He grabbed a lamp and lit it as he ran, fuel spilling as the 


lighter tried to find the wick. 


The sudden light drew everyone's attention and sent the trio running off into the night. David hunched, 
shoulders heaving as he held up his fists to the next opponent. 


"David, it's me." Junior squinted and slowly lowered his hands at the California accent. 


"Wondered when you'd fucking show up." He wiped at his lip and looked at the streak of blood on the back of his 
hand. 


"Where the hell they come from?" Dave looked around, scanning the area for leftover teenagers. 
"Probably from the Groshens' next farm over." 
David was standing under the large flood light, staring at the dark stain on the back of his hand. 


"No, | mean." Dave's sharp eyes caught movement behind a curtain inside the house. "Fuck, run" 


Dave bolted for the barn, Junior stopped and grabbed the box of food. It wouldn't be as bad if Ma Ellefson 
caught David outside after a night of hard partying, but Dave would have problems. 


Dave skidded across the barn floor and hit the ladder, going up almost as fast as he came down. He didn't wait 
for Junior to follow, instead finding the farthest corner and huddling down behind his shadow, shutting off the 


lamp. 


Junior followed him up quickly, landing next to him with a heavy thud and laughing his ass off. Dave elbowed 
him in the ribs. 


"Shut up! What if your mom finds me?" David wouldn't stop laughing, so Dave manhandled him and clamped a 
hand over his mouth. "Shut up," he whispered, listening in the distance for footsteps. 


A wet tongue poked at his fingers, sliding between his middle and ring finger and flicking. Dave pulled his hand 
away, leaving Junior to reel his tongue back in and poke at his lip. "My face hurts." 


Dave wiped the blood and spit on the straw, watching the ladder. "You got your ass jumped by those punks." 
When Dave was satisfied no one was after them, he relit the lantern and pushed it into Junior's face. A split 
lip and what would probably be a nice bruise in the morring, but nothing serious. He reached out to touch 
David's face turning the other side into the moonlight. 


David flinched and pulled away. "Owww," he breathed. 
"You'd better get some ice, or it won't be pretty.” 


Junior laid on the floorboards and curled around Dave's legs. "Some in the box with dinner. 'N water, 'n some 


food" 


Carefully Dave untangled himself and pulled the box over. The water had spilled onto the sandwich, Dave held 
up the bread and watched the water rain off of it. He set it aside. 


The bag of pretzels survived, as did the strawberries. He gathered up the ice he could find at the bottom of 
the box, taking off his knit hat and using it to hold the ice. The makeshift icepack went against David's cheek as 
he finished emptying the box, the saran wrapped brownies ending up on a pile of strawberries as he grabbed 
the last thing in the box, frozen hot dogs. He tossed them aside with the forks, no way the dogs would be 
usable until they thawed and grilled. 


"Cookie!" David held out his hand. 


Dave shoved a strawberry into it instead. "You didn't grab any cookies." Dave laid on his back, the floor 
absorbing some of the heat as he tried not to move. 


David brought the berry up to his eyes. "Wow, look at how cool this is man. All those seeds." Sharp teeth 
nipped off the end of the berry and chewed it. "Tastes like blood." 


"Your face is messed up, kid." 
"Are strawberries red because they're full of blood and we just eat them after they're drained? Like, you 


know, chickens?" David nibbled at the berry again, apparently not off-put by his busted lip. Dave tried to think 


of what to say. "Your lips were this color earlier, at the dam." David was studying the berry again 


Dave sucked at his lips, hating how red they had been in his youth and how many times he's been accused of 
wearing lipstick like the faggot Strip bands. 


"| don't know," David said to himself and his strawberry before taking the last bite and tossing the hull over 
the edge. "Hot in here, isn't it?" 


"You ain't shitting." It was warmer than last night, without the breeze to blow away the lingering heat. 


David pulled off his tshirt. "Pass me those dogs, man" He balled up his shirt and stuffed it under his head as a 
pillow. Dave picked them up, tossing them in Junior's direction. "Thanks." He took the dripping plastic package and 
set it in the middle of his chest, the cold spot peaking his ripples. Dave felt it get warmer, turning on his side 


and trying to will away his erection 

"M not tired" Junior complained. 

"Then just lay there quietly until you are." 

Dave could hear him rustling around, moving ice packs and sighing as the cold bit into heated skin Dave was 
tempted to turn over and run his hands over the firm skin, feeling where the ice left small wet areas, but 
instead he clamped his knees together and tried to sleep. 

"Are you going to have some strawberries?" David asked around a mouthful. "The brownies taste alright." 
"No, I'm going to sleep." 


David shifted around again. "You're gonna sweat to death." Junior fanned him with something, and Dave gave up 


hope of sleeping. 
"M not taking off my clothes." 


‘Ive seen you naked before." The fanning stopped and Dave listened to him flop around on the boards. Fabric 
rustled and dropped, the only thing David had left to take off was his jeans. There was no way Dave was going 
to look now. "Pass me the butter?" So much for being quiet. Dave grumbled and pretended to ignore him, 


hoping that Junior would give up after realizing he wasn't going to get a response. 


Knobbly knees hit the wood and crawled to where Dave had piled stuff from the box. Junior found what he 
wanted and laid closer to Dave. Dave could feel his body heat and smell the melting hot dogs. 


Junior was much too quiet and Dave closed his eyes, actually starting to drift off until a chilled hand landed on 
his hip. Dave decided not to kill the poor kid right away and to just scare him enough so he would keep his 


hormones to himself. 


"I know you're not asleep." David pushed a hand down to Dave's waistband and stopped. When Dave didn't reply 
his hand trailed down over Dave's stomach, stroking over the warm tshirt. When he grew bold and felt a little 


too low for Dave's comfort he grabbed Junior's wrist hard, circling the bones with his strong fingers. 


Slowly and deliberately, Dave moved the wandering hand back to his hip, holding it there. "I told you no several 
times." Dave dug a finger into the tender area at the bottom of Junior's wrist. 


"Ow, stop it man, that hurts." David tried to pull his hand away, but Dave held it against his hip. 
"What's wrong? You used to like a little bit of pain," Dave growled. 


Junior struggled and Dave shifted, twisting onto his back and pulling Junior on top of him. Dave wrapped his 
legs around Junior's, further holding him against his older body. 


The weight felt good, Junior pressed and held against him. Eyes met his, round but not from fear. The breath 
left Dave's body as Junior leaned down over him. "Surprise," he whispered and grabbed a hold of Dave's hair 


with his free hand, pulling Dave's head up and pressing their lips together. 
Dave felt the tug on his scalp as much as the pressure on his lips, the tiny pinpoints of pain going straight to 
his cock as it throbbed again, all of David's weight seeming to linger in just the right spot. Dave let go of 


Junior's wrist, groaning as the newly freed hand dug into his hair and pulled at his roots. 


Dave wrapped his arms around Junior's waist and pushed their hips together. Thirty six hours of tension was 
enough to make him snap, the feel of David silencing the voices of reason that lived in his head. 


The sheer amount of pleasure was the warning bell Dave needed to twist his hip again and buck Junior off. 
Anything that felt that good was enough to get him into serious trouble. 


Junior fell with a thud next to Dave. "What the fuck is your problem!" David bellowed. He pushed himself up to 
his knees and leaned over Dave. "What the fuck is your hangup?" 


Dave held his hands up defensively. Junior was the last person to get violent but Dave was worried about the 


noise. No one shouted out in the corn fields at night, and any raised voices would wake David's parents. 

"Shut up," Dave hissed. 

"No," David batted Dave's hands apart and forced himself into Dave's arms, crushing their mouths together. It 
was Dave who struggled this time, pushing against Junior and turning his face away. "Fuck, you're worse than a 
girl," David breathed. 


"Is that how you treat girls, forcing yourself on them after they've said no repeatedly?" 


David made a strangled noise and dropped his head to Dave's chest. "Why are you so messed up?" 


"Long story, kid" Dave wound his arms around Junior. 

"| don't know what you want." Junior found a nipple hiding beneath Dave's tshirt and bit it gently, quickly 
releasing it. He shifted on Dave's chest, not content with just being held. "I gotta get off" He squirmed against 
Dave, hands skating everywhere but avoiding his groin 

David craned his neck and kissed Dave's stubble. "Don't let me stop you." David's kisses turned into bites. 


"You're such an asshole," he breathed into Dave's neck. 


"Yeah," he snorted, "but you love me this way." Dave let him linger a few moments before pushing him away. 


Resigned to his fate and fucked up companion, David laid on his back and stroked himself. 

"You can help, ya know," David said looking over at a watching Dave. 

"No, I'm good." Dave was lying on his side, head propped up on his arm. The moonlight came in through the hay 
window and made Junior's skin glow. Dave wasn't a photographer, but he loved the visual. "Show me what you 


want." 


David looked at him. hand lazily stroking over his cock and lingering around the head. He looked around the floor, 
searching. His eyes locked on something and he stopped his hand, stretching and reaching for prize in the dark. 


He grabbed it and dragged it back, turning on his side and fiddling with something hidden from Dave's sight. 


Crinkling plastic met Dave's ears. 
Junior claimed his prize, turning again onto his back and holding up his rescued hot dog. 


‘Its a hot dog." Dave scratched at his chest, not quite wanting to think what he was thinking. David nodded 


slowly. 


"To you, maybe." David shook the defrosted piece of horrendous meat, watching as it wavered slightly. He drew 


his knees up. 

Dave felt his mouth go dry. It had been a long time since anything had shocked him, even longer since he had 
been this aroused. Without fanfare the hot dog disappeared between David's legs, knees going up higher as he 
reached around his thighs. 

Dave leaned closer, unable to look away. "Do you know what you're doing?" 


"No," David frowned and kept his hands moving between his legs. 


Dave crawled to make sure Junior didn't hurt himself, he tried to rationalize. The defrosted meat product was 


limp, having thawed in the heat of the loft. The end pushed against David's entrance, not able to slip in despite 


the grease and condensation 


Knowing he was making a huge mistake, Dave reached out and touched the back of Junior's leg. The kid was so 
tense despite the pot that nothing would be happening right away. Junior jumped, lifting his head to look at 


Dave. 
"You're too tense, ya gotta relax." 
yo g 


David thudded his head against the floor. "Fucking easy for you to say," he grumbled. Dave let his fingertips 
trail up and down David's tender thighs, feeling the soft growth of downy hair. 


"Give me the dog." Dave pulled it away from Junior, waiting until he voluntarily handed it over before he threw 


it out the window. 


"Hey." David started to protest. Dave sat up and waived David over, letting the naked teenager settle against 
him before wrapping his arms around all the delicious naked flesh. "Another cuddle?" 


"Never underestimate the importance of intimacy." Dave caught some of Junior's hair in his mouth and tried 
to push it out with his tongue. It was hopelessly caught on his lips. "Unless it's a groupie, you'll plow through 
enough of those to know the difference." 


Junior shifted and pressed against him, the heat almost unbearable. Dave slowly stroked whatever skin he 
could reach, letting David get used to his touch again. When he felt David's breathing slow and the weight 
against him turned heavy, Dave pulled Junior into a kiss, deepening it as slowly as he could. His tongue poked 
against soft lips, then against hard teeth and finally a wet tongue. 


Junior's hands found his hair again, petting the red waves and carding through the mess that had been stuck 
in a hat. 


"Man, | fucking love your hair." David broke their kiss and buried his nose in the untamed curls. "Red is my 


favorite color." 


Dave smirked, that movie wouldn't be out for years and Junior wouldn't catch his own reference. "Red's a good 
color for you." David ran his hands up Junior's back, feeling ribs and spine, rubbing at tense muscles as he 


found them. David purred. Lips found his again and continued, David relaxed except for a growing sexual need. 


"Lay on your back for me." David slowly let go of Dave's hair and sank to the floor, legs straight out and body 


exposed. It was a wonder he didn't cover himself with his hands. "Relax," Dave encouraged. 


He pushed on Junior's legs, getting them to curl up again and he knelt at Junior's feet, both hands on Junior's 
knees. After rubbing his kneecaps, Dave reached for the hem of his borrowed BOC shirt, pulling it over his 
head and tossing it out of the way. He watched David's eyes take in his older body, the graying chest hair and 


bulkier torso, for the first time feeling self conscious about his looks. 


He pushed Junior's knees apart and carefully lowered himself on top of the younger man, using his hands and 
knees to not squish him. "This ok?" He asked worriedly. David still had some wiggle room underneath him, Dave 
refusing to fully rest on him. 


David bit at his lip. He shook his head no and David started to pull away. Hands grabbed his arms and stopped 
him, bright eyes staring up as he sucked in air quickly. 


Those hands slid up his biceps and across his shoulders, finally around his chest and pulled him close, mouth 


claiming his again in a furry of bravado. 


Dave let his weight settle on Junior's body, carefully readjusting as Junior thrust up against his hips. Thin 
thighs grabbed at his sides and squeezed, Dave almost losing control as the fuzz of desire thudded through his 


brain. 


"Fuck, you're so good," Dave panted against Junior's neck, stopping to nip at his jaw and an ear. Junior's fingers 


grabbed at anything he could hold on to, hair, a shoulder, grabbing at the skin on Dave's back. 


Dave carefully slid his way south, slowly sliding over slick skin, tasting as he went. Junior arched as he reached 
a nipple, the breathy moan earning David another lick and a pinch. 


"Oh god," he moaned, lifting his hips and trying to grind against Dave. Dave only smirked, pleased with himself 


and quickly slid down Junior's taut stomach which left him in a predicament. 

He ended up with his face right before David's purpled, glistening, throbbing cock. It was as delicious as the 
first time Dave saw it, and if it were a few years later he would have wasted no time wrapping his lips around 
it. 

However.. 

Listening to the good voices, he dragged his tongue down the flat stomach, frustrating both of them when he 
took a turn and skirted down David's leg leaving only his hair to trail over the hard cock. His hair caught on 


the head of David's dick, the pre-come snagging a lock of hair and coating it. 


David whined again, Dave pulled his hair away and left that fantasy for later. He grabbed one of Junior's wrists 
and pulled a hand down to the hardness, watching as fingers grabbed himself and started to stroke. 


"That's it, touch yourself." 


Dave watched as fingers squeezed and stroked, wanting to touch badly and fighting himself not to. He settled 
for nuzzling David's thighs, letting his stubble scratch skin 


David's fingers worked his shaft, leaving his head exposed and unattended. Dave reached his tongue out, just 


touching the tip to the ridge. 


The noise from David's throat almost made him change his mind about not fucking him. What was a blow job 
to a kid anyway? It didn't really count. David ran his tongue around the ridge, lifting himself up and letting 
Junior push himself through his plump lips. 


Fuck," Junior moaned, grabbing Dave by the hair and trying to thrust into his mouth. Dave held his hips down, 


having to teach him some common courtesy later. 


‘Oh my god," David pulled on his hair. "Oooohhhh," he moaned as Dave let the tip in past his lips. Dave flicked 
his eyes up, seeing Junior craning his neck and watching everything Dave was doing. Dave swiped his tongue 
around the head again, dragging it down the underside as he sunk down on David's shaft. 


David had mentioned he'd fucked girls before, Dave wondered if he had exaggerated a bit. He kept trying to 


thrust and push Dave's head down, things that would have made a schoolgirl choke and run home. 


Dave managed to hold down David's hips, finding a steady rhythm that seemed to work. He focused on getting 
David's dick covered in spit, occasionally looking up and watching David float in his ecstasy. 


He was beautiful. Dave had seen his fair share of chicks moaning and carrying on during sex, but somehow 


David always seemed to be the most beautiful of them all. 


He looked around between bobs, trying to find the pack of hot dogs David has thrown somewhere. The dark 
was suddenly his enemy, hiding things from sight and distracting him from the task at hand. 


Such a delightful task it was, David underneath him again, squirming and moaning his name, breaths ragged as 


he struggled to breathe. 


Where where those fucking hot dogs? Much longer and he wouldn't have to worry about the dogs anymore, 
although if he remembered David when they first met in LA he would be good for another round in half an 


hour or so. 


He caught sight of the small brick of processed meat and gave a long lick before letting go of Junior's dick. 
Dave crawled and stretched to reach the package, pulling it across the dusty floor and pulling out a single 

lucky dog. Like the rest of the pack it was mostly defrosted and slick with its greasy slime of nitrates and 
chemicals. Nothing organic about these dogs. 


David was watching him with wide eyes, breathing still thin and reedy as he waited. Dave climbed back to 
David's feet, using his free hand to trace up David's shin and knee, pushing one thigh away as he settled on 


the floor. He could feel Junior tense up again as reality reared its head. 


He kissed the inside of the soft thigh. "Relax, David" 


"Can't," he stuttered out. "Want it" 


Dave sucked on his finger before pressing it to Junior's pucker, feeling the warmth and tiny crinkles against his 


skin David tensed and immediately forced himself to relax, earning an unseen half-smile from the older man. 
"Still want it?" He paused with his finger pressed against the pucker. 


David's head thudded against the floorboards. "Yes", he sighed, breath catching as Dave pushed his finger in to 
the first knuckle. He waited for David to say something, anything. The quiet was making him worried. Maybe 
he'd gone too far.. 


David squirmed against him again, pushing himself down closer to Dave. His finger slid in more and David quickly 


sucked in a breath. "Just fuck me," David whispered. 


Dave pulled his finger out and held his face against Junior's thigh, breathing in his scent. "Touch yourself," he 


whispered back. "It'll make it easier." 


A hand slid over and David grabbed himself, slow fingers wrapping around skin that had gone tacky with dried 
spit. Without any more warning, Dave found the hot dog again, lining it up with Junior and giving it a gentle but 
firm push. 


The meat product disappeared as David stretched around it. The perverse sight left Dave's mouth dry and his 
own breathing quick. He stopped pushing when there was only a small bit left to hang on to, pulling it back out 
just as gently as he had pushed it in. He left the other end in David's body, wishing for his cell phone or a 
polaroid, anything. 


"Do it again," David commanded, and Dave pushed it back in, pushing down on the dog, trying to hit David's 
prostate. He tried to remember where it was, taking a few thrusts before David's balls suddenly contracted 
and the hand working on his cock squeezed tight. "Fuck, that felt good," he moaned, moving more and trying to 
rub the dog over the spot again. 


"Ssssh," Dave hushed him. The dog started sliding in and out easier as David grew accustomed to the 
sensations. Sometimes Dave managed to hit his prostate, most of the time he didn't. The hot dog was fully limp 


now, too rubbery to do much but simply go in and out. 


With a good pace set, and Junior finally comfortable, David wrapped his free arm under and around a thigh, 


moving it up and over his shoulder, pulling David closer to his face. 


His infamous tongue reached out and lightly touched David's testicles, slowly tracing over the thin skin and 


coarse hairs. 


"Oh man, fuck me," David begged, crushing Dave with the leg on his shoulder. Dave's free hand stroked at 


Junior's flank, trapped under Junior's jerk off arm. His tongue traced unseen patterns across David's balls 


teasingly, just as he knew David liked best. 
"Fuck me," Junior tried to pull Dave up again using only his leg. 
Dave pushed the dog a little rougher. Junior didn't know what he was asking for. 


"Fuck me with your cock, dammit!" Junior's hand landed in his hair and gave a mighty yank, Dave felt follicles 


give way and knew Junior had just pulled out a large clump. 


If it were twenty years ago, Dave would have spanked him and handcuffed him, taking his time to find a 
suitable punishment. Instead David was punishing him, tempting the addict with one more fix. He wasn't going to 
be weak. 


Risking getting hit by a flying fist, Dave stuck his face against Junior and pulled a ball into his mouth, runing 
his tongue over the globe. There was a second where David tensed, and a lifetime of silence where David froze. 


Dave saw Junior holding himself, come seeping between his fingers and dripping across knuckles. 


When Junior stopped, Dave tenderly drew the hot dog out, tossing it out the same window where the wildlife 
would eat it before morning. He wiped his hand on his pants, grabbed the pack of cigarettes and limped over to 
the ladder, climbing down slowly. As his head went under the floor he watched Junior lying on the floor and 
breathing. 


Instinct kicked in and he fled, stumbling his way across the dark barn, finally finding the pig stalls and the 
human sized door. He was already accustomed to the dark, and followed the barn around to the far side, 


standing between the car and the barn, using the red painted wood of the structure to hold him up. 


He found matches in his pocket and squinted against the harsh glare, bringing the flame to the end of a 
cigarette and inhaling the choking smoke. 


It was quiet, save the low rumble of the crickets, not too much different from the constant hum of LA 
traffic. 

The peace was interrupted by a quiet teenager, clad in only his skin hugging jeans. He stood at the corner of 
the barn, watching as Dave smoked. 


Dave crushed the first cigarette under his shoe, quickly lighting another one. He was gonna need two. Junior 
edged his way closer, watching the trees in the moonlight. Dave kept his eye out for the hooligans from earlier 


and trouble, be it man or animal. There was too much of nothing out here, and he didn't trust it. 


“Tomorrow's Saturday.” David had gotten next to him and leaned against the barn, bare feet crossed at his 


ankles. 


Dave didn't think it was worth a response, only holding out the almost empty pack of cigarettes for Dave to 


take one. 
"Maybe we could do something, ya know, since | don't have school.” 


Dave scratched at a mosquito bite on his arm. Junior's face was a mess. His own neck was killing him, and it 
would be another night sleeping in the barn. He wondered how late it was, the party seeming like it was ages 
ago instead of earlier in the night. 


"Mom and Dad are asleep, you can stay in my bed if you want" Junior looked over at Dave, who was absently 
rubbing his aching neck. "| know your neck hurts." 


Dave had arguments as to Junior's sanity. The bed sounded great but a shotgun to the face first thing in the 


morning didn't. He opened his mouth to explain but Junior beat him. 


"We can push the dresser in front of the door and you'll be fine. You can always go out the window if you 


have to, I've done it a million times." 


Mattress. Pillow. A fan. Dave was too easily swayed. He could easily hide in the closet if he needed to. This was 
getting as bad as hiding from some chick's husband and his luck was running out. He was tired and sore, and 
caved in to the simple comforts David offered. 


After his small nod, David grabbed his hand and pulled him away from the barn, around the back corner and 
across the large gravel driveway. The screen door opened with a squeak and David carefully led Dave through 
the darkened house, smiling as the bedroom door closed behind them with a click. 


The dresser was easy enough to lift and move. Junior's fan gave Dave the noise he needed to block out the 
nothing and the crickets. The twin bed left a lot to be desired for space, but the simple fact of having a pillow, 


even if it was shared, was a luxury. 


David quickly stripped and dropped his jeans on the floor, reaching out and taking Dave's clothes from his body, 
dropping them in the same pile. Dave balked when Junior reached for his jeans, but Junior's insistent hands won 
out, kneeling to pull the dirty denim from Dave's legs. Hands skated over skin as David stood again, leaning 

forward and placing a chaste kiss on Dave's lips. He motioned for Dave to climb in first and then settled in next 
to him, only able to fit on the bed in a spooning position. David threw his arm over Junior's waist and held him 


close, remembering many nights they'd fallen asleep the same way. 


Chapter 1 


The smell of coffee and bacon greeted Dave as he woke up. Junior had brought a plate in with breakfast piled 
on it and a cup of steaming coffee. He stretched and rubbed at his eyes, blearily reaching for the coffee. 
Junior pouted in apology; the coffee was black, which suited Dave just fine. He gave Junior a thumbs up and 
sipped at the liquid life. He wasn't as badly addicted as David had become, but for as tired as he was the 


coffee was a small miracle. 


David picked up a slice of crisp bacon and crunched on it, the only sound in the room. Gestures had replaced 


words as Dave tried to stay hidden 

‘What do you want to do today? David wrote in one of his school notebooks while he sat next to David on the 
bed. Breakfast sat on a white Corelle plate with a very late 60's green pattern. David picked up a breakfast 
sausage, already troubling enough after last night's events, and dipped it in maple syrup. He bit off the end and 
chewed, waiting for Dave's response. 


Dave shrugged, content to pick at the toast and savor his coffee. ‘Got to get out of the house, he scrawled. 


Junior stuck the sausage in his mouth again, biting another third off and licking the syrup from his lips. ‘Mind 


driving?" 
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"Mom, can | go with Kevin to Spencer?" 

David's mother had calmed down from seeing his bruised face earlier. Frances frowned at her youngest son. 
He'd been out late last night, came home after being in a fight, and hid himself in his room all morning. He'd 
eaten a good breakfast and seemed to have a bounce in his step, so she wasn't overly worried. 

"What's in Spencer, dear?" 

David poured himself another cup of coffee from the endless pots his father brewed. It wasn't like him to 
drink coffee, but teenagers went through phases and she suspected he'd end up a bit different from Eliot. 
"There's a music store that | heard is good. Kevin's mom let him use the truck, so | thought we'd check it out 


together." 


Frances set down her own mug of coffee and folded her newspaper. "You're not going to be around those boys 


who you fought with last night, are you?" 
‘Oh, no mom, they're just some jocks from school" David lied, hoping to smooth things over. 


| can go with him, make sure everything is alright" Eliot set his own coffee down, his notepad of market 


prices scratched and scrawled over many times. "I could see if Kevin's brother Paulie wants to come too." 


David stared daggers at Eliot; he had no interest in guitars at all. The Kevin thing was a ruse, he was planning 


on having Dave drive them. This would be a problem. 

Mom Ellefson nodded. "Good thinking Eliot. I'm not sure | like the idea of a sixteen year old driving that far." 
David's stomach was suddenly in knots, this was not how things were supposed to go. "Get me my purse, I'll 
give Kevin five dollars for gas." 

"When were you planning on going?" Eliot asked, putting up his work 

"Umm," David stalled. "Dunno, soon probably." David tried to take a sip of the coffee, balking at the strong 
taste. "Uhhh, | gotta get changed" He grabbed the coffee and bee-lined for his bedroom, setting the coffee 


down on the dresser and sliding it back in front of the door. 
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"Fuck, man," he hissed. 

Dave walked over and took the coffee, leaning close to him to whisper. "What?" 
"Eliot wants to go." 

"Shit: 

"Yeah" 


Dave grabbed the first album he could find, sliding it out of the jacket and onto the platter, motioning David to 


turn his small stereo on. Alice Cooper. Wonderful. ‘From the Inside’ covered up the sounds of their voices. 
"Eliot's cool though, right?" Dave didn't know Eliot at this age, only later when he was a grown up. 

David shrugged. "I guess. He's pretty straitlaced" 

"Take him with us, if he can keep quiet. Better than trying to lie to him or talk him out of going." David shot 
him a disbelieving look. "Ill be by the car. Tell him you're going with your friend, and bring him to the car if he 
still insists." 


"Ya sure?" 


"Yeah, who else better to cover for you than your brother, right?" David appeared to be relieved, David 
wasn't too worried. He'd give Eliot a hundred bucks, drop him in town, and he'd shut up. A hundred dollars 


would go far these days. It wouldn't be that bad. 


They left the record playing, using the noise to cover up Dave's attempt at climbing out a window. At least it 


was a ranch house, the windows weren't that far off the ground. 

Dave busied himself with re-arranging things in the car. He hadn't cleaned up from the week he'd lived in it, 
fast food wrappers and junk filling up the back floorboards. He shoved as much junk as he could into an old 
McDonalds bag, putting all of his dirty travel laundry in a pile. 

With the windows down the morning weather was nice, the breeze suddenly back again and the sun not high 
enough to bake everything it touched. Another cup of coffee would be good for the drive, and he made plans 
to stop and grab one before heading out. 


The boys rounded the barn as Dave finished sweeping off the back seat with his hands. Junior looked nervous 


and he couldn't read Eliot's expression 

"Ready?" he asked David 

"Uhhhh, Eliot, this is Dave." Junior stumbled and waited for something to happen 
Dave brushed off his hands and held one out to Eliot. "Nice to meet you again" 


Eliot frowned, but held out a hand. "I'm sorry, have we met before?" Eliot scanned his face, brows crinkling in 


confusion. 


"Not.. quite?" Eliot shook his hand and looked at the junker car. Dave didn't feel like elaborating. "Did he tell you 


Kevin's not coming?" 

"Kinda figured that out" 

"Gotta stop for coffee before we get going, if you don't mind." 
Eliot kicked a tire. "So where are we going?" 


Dave and Junior looked at each other. Maybe this would work after all. "We really are going to Spencer, to 


check out a music shop.” Junior had loosened up a bit, and moved to sit in the passenger seat. 


"| can drop you in town if you want, you don't have to go with us." Dave started to reach for his wallet, all 


intentions to buy off Eliot and hit the road with David. 
"Nah, l'Il tag along if that's alright" His eyes flickered between Dave and David. "Got nothing else to do today." 


Dave shrugged, panic returning to Junior's eyes. "Alright, get in then" 


They drove the hour south along what Dave would have thought was an interstate, only to find out it was a 
very small highway through the middle of nowhere. There were small towns occasionally, but lots and lots of 


farmland and gently rolling hills. 


Finding the downtown area they drove around, passing the shop at first and having to circle back. It looked like 
all the other low brick buildings, hiding between a fabric shop and an insurance agent. Height of life, this place 
was. One block off the main street and all signs of activity ceased. Dave could only shake his head and try to 
find a parking spot. 


There was a small sign in the window advertising BC Rich guitars, and Dave knew he found the right place. It 
didn't matter what Junior picked out, anything would be better than the Silvertone he was currently struggling 
with. 


Dave looked at the blue store sign and unwelcoming front entrance from across the road. You didn't always get 
to choose in a small town, missing his LA connections and high end equipment mightily. He'd be lucky if they 
had a Strat here, probably more likely to end up with a clone. 


With coffee in hand he waited for Junior to get out and stretch his legs. "This it?" he asked Junior. 


"Think so." David squinted against the sun, both of them waiting for a break in traffic. It was the most they'd 
spoken in the hour drive. Without Eliot in the car the drive probably would have taken even longer due to 
David's wandering hands. 


Eliot hung out behind the pair, not saying a word. When the lights changed and traffic cleared, Junior stumbled 
over the curb, Dave's arm automatically going around his waist to steady him. David wasn't naturally clumsy 
and Dave quickly figured out it was a trick to get closer to him with their chaperone on guard. 

Dave left his arm around Junior's waist. Wasn't the first time and it hopefully wouldn't be the last time. 

The store was small, not unlike what Dave had expected. All the smaller stores had a smell to them, what he 
imagined a high school band room smelled like. David seemed excited while Eliot hung close to the door. Dave 
quickly scoured the basses, thinking of picking up one for Junior to replace the shitty one he had now. 

"Hey Dave!" Junior called from the opposite corner where the guitars were hanging. He had a Les Paul pulled 
down, probably overpriced for the small town crowd. Dave looked at the guitar, the sunburst paint job and the 
Ibanez name imprinted on the headstock. He swallowed and casually flipped over the price tag. 

"| dunno," he said out loud. "It's a hundred and fifty bucks, man." 

"But it looks like a Les Paul." David fingered the strings, testing the guitar out. 


"Let me see." David handed over the guitar. Dave didn't see any scratches, and both of the speedknobs turned 


smoothly. The neck felt good, if a bit fatter than what he was used to. "I dunno, kid. Is not what | normally 
play." 


David widened his eyes, giving Dave an exasperated look. "There's some Squires if you'd rather..." 

"I'd rather go back to the old BC Rich's, thanks." 

"Maybe a Charvel?" 

Dave gagged. "I'll take a V if they have one. Doubt it" 

Junior raised an eyebrow and took the guitar back. "It looks good on you." 

Dave could only smirk, then darted his eyes to the cashier. "I dunno. Put it back and I'll think about it" Junior 
reluctantly put the guitar back on its hanger, following Dave over to where the basses were. "I thought we 
came here to look at these?" 


"Well, yeah, but | have one already." 


"And it's from Sears." Dave perused the small collection, finding one notably familiar guitar. He carefully pulled 
it from the stack. "How about this one?" 


Junior raised his eyebrows as he took the bass from Dave, the angular shape of the new bass sitting oddly on 
his thigh. He played on the fretboard a little, getting a feel for the new neck. "This is nice," he said. None of the 


strings buzzed when he held them down. David turned the tag over, cringing at the price. 


"You like it?" Dave was kneeling in front of him, pretty damn sure this was the bass Junior had come to LA 
with, the one Gar had pawned for drugs. 


David bobbed his head in time to the song he was playing. "Yeah, | like it" 


"Alright then" Dave slowly stood up and wandered back over to the guitars, leaving Junior with his new bass 


on his lap. Dave kept Eliot in the corner of his eye, the kid was watching everything they did like a hawk. 
Dave heard Junior stash the guitar and shuffle over his way. "Dave," he whispered, leaning in close. 


"What?" Dave whispered back. Junior just stared at him with his big, round eyes. Dave shrugged it off, a hand 
automatically going to the small of Junior's back. "Consider it an investment on my future earnings." The first 
glimmer of hope shone in David's eyes and Dave knew he made the right decision "It's up to you to decide if 
its worth it." He let the last sentence linger, trying to convey to David that they would be stuck together 
through both hell and high water. 


David stared at him long enough that Eliot coughed and stamped his feet from across the shop. The moment 


was broken and David backed up, returning to pick up his new bass. "What about something for you?" he asked, 
clinging on to the BC Rich. 


"Eh," Dave started, eyes wandering to the lawsuit guitar. "| dunno, this one's alright, but it's really not my 
style." He winked at Junior out of sight of the cashier. 


"Right," David said curtly. "How about this one?" David pointed out a rather abused Harmony with a low price 
tag. Dave curled his lip. 


"Funny, kid." Dave sneered at the uninspiring wall of guitars. "I think Zelinsky would have my head." David 
scanned the small area, looking for anything else. "Got so used to my own custom ones nothing else feels right, 
ya know?" David slowly shook his head, the sun bleached strands shaking. Dave grunted. "Well, you'll know soon 


enough." 


Dave grabbed the Ibanez. He really wanted it, lawsuit guitars weren't impossible to come by but they were still 
a good purchase. He wasn't up to driving up to Minneapolis, probably the closest place with a neck he liked. It 
would do for now. 


He haggled the shop owner down a few bucks on the Ibanez, just enough to impress Junior and keep a few bills 


in his pocket. Eliot joined them as they hit the street. 
"So what now?" David loaded his new guitar in the trunk of the car and leaned against the back fender. 
"Dunno, anything else to do in this town?" 


Dave set his guitar in the car and closed the trunk, the metal slamming against the frame of the car with a 


loud clunk "Not really," Junior shrugged. 


"David, can | talk to you for a minute?" It was the first words Eliot had really said all day. David straightened 
up and quickly looked at Dave, who nodded. 


"Yeah, um, just gonna walk this way a bit. We'll be right back" Eliot didn't smile much, not that much of a 
change from the Eliot he'd known on their few return trips to Minnesota after Megadeth took off. It worried 
him though, Eliot kept an eye on him and just watched. Fucking horrible. 


Dave lit up a cigarette as he watched the brothers head down the sidewalk, turning at the first available 
corner. Dave had years of waiting under his belt, something he would never have been able to do when he was 
younger. He watched the cars drive by and the people out walking in the Saturday sun He didn't hear any 
screams and doubted Eliot was the type to do anything to David but talk to him. 


Sure enough Junior trudged back down the street, Eliot a good distance behind him. He could see the smoke 
coming out of David's ears, watching as it dissipated with every step closer, and seeing it finally fade as Dave 
stepped out from behind the car and into the sidewalk. 


| can't keep the guitar," Junior said half-heartedly. 

"Pfft," Dave snorted. "Who says it's yours?" Junior blinked under his bangs. "Gar pawns it for drugs anyway, so 
its not really yours. Eliot got within ear shot and Dave spoke a bit louder. "And since it's not really yours you 
can't give it back" 

They had slowly drifted closer as they spoke, Eliot be damned. Junior bit his bottom lip, turning the plump 
flesh white where a tooth dragged across it. Quickly it pinked back up. Dave was fascinated. "You can pay me 


back for it." He smirked and felt a million miles tall as Junior's breath hitched and his eyes widened. 


"IIl have to work it off" The corner of Junior's lip curved up in his own smirk, Dave about ready to bend him 


over the car. 

"That can be arranged" 

Eliot coughed again and David stepped back They'd have to lose him, and quickly. 
"You hungry?" Dave broke the ice, figuring out the rest of the day. 

"Nah, not yet" David looked at his shoes. "Wanna jam again?" 


Perfect, Dave reasoned. It would drive Eliot out and maybe he could stop his itchy fingers. "Sure, you got a 


rehearsal room or anything?" 


Junior shrugged again. "Just at the church, but my friends will be there too." He noticed the little stumble 


over ‘friends’. Junior hadn't learned yet how cold hearted the world could be. Poor kid. 
"Its alright, Kid. Grandpa can take a few teenage punks at their worst" 


David nodded. With their business in Spencer done, each man found his seat in the car, Eliot once again in the 


back by himself. He'd gone back to being quiet and Dave didn't quite trust him 

"Oh, hey," David looked over from watching the scenery. "You told me to remind you about Marty’ 

"Marty?" Dave wrinkled his nose. "Fucking weirdo moved to Japan. What did | need to remember about him?" 
"Dunno, you just said to remind you about Marty" 

Dave thought as he drove over the highway. "Came out with crappy pop shit at the end and left his Japanese 


school girl tentacle rape comics all over before | fired his ass." Dave scratched at his scalp. "Don't know. You're 


the one who used to room with him." 


"We were eating pizza and you said ‘remind me about Marty" 

"Hrrrmph." David stared down the road, racking his brain. He didn't remember what he was going to tell David 

about Marty, it had to have been something music related. Unless it was about that one night.. He pushed the 
uncomfortable memory out of his mind and blamed it on the drugs. Certainly they weren't discussing that at 


the pizza place. 


They lapsed into comfortable silence, neither one willing to say much in Eliot's presence. He'd been pretty cool 


so far and neither one wanted to push him. 


He caught David looking at him several times, each time he would look back David would suddenly look out the 
window. It was the longest hour drive Dave could remember. 


Finally spotting signs for Jackson, Dave worried what to do with Eliot. They had to ditch him, it wasn't working 
with him tagging around. True, it was helping him keep his pants on, but he just wanted David again, not the 
restrained David that showed up around his family. 

Dave pulled into the church parking lot, plan in place and ready to tear up some guitar strings with Junior. 
"Dave, can | talk to you?" The blonde hung in the car, waiting as Dave nodded for Junior to give them some 
time. Slowly David left, leaning against the same railing his friends had used a few days ago. He would keep an 
eye on them, but be out of hearing range. 


"Go ahead." Dave adjusted the rear view mirror to see Eliot. 


Eliot looked at him in the mirror. "I can't begin to tell you the number of things that are wrong with you being 


here.” 
Dave squinted at the sour look on his face, ready to argue any complaints he had. 


"And | can't tell you the many more that are right” Dave frowned. "I'm a simple man. My brother is not. FFA 
isn't the place for him and he knows it" 


Dave's jaw dropped. He quickly shut it. 


"He's young, so I'm not gonna be happy, but as a simple man, | know simple things. | know not to stop whatever 
you've got going together." 


Dave pinched his thigh in disbelief. Maybe the car was leaking carbon monoxide into the cab and he had passed 
out. Was this heaven or hell? He looked back to the mirror to find Eliot still looking at him. 


"Don't hurt him, and for fuck's sake keep it quiet. Dad would shoot you if.. yick" He stuck out his tongue and 


curled his lip. "m not gonna lie for you, but | won't rat you out either." 


Daven nodded. "Yes, sir." Eliot had every opportunity to land his ass in jail should Dave step out of line. He 
disrespected authority, but respected those who had power over him just enough to keep as much freedom as 


possible. 


Eliot finally looked away, over to where David was waiting. "Goin off to Ag school in a few months. You'd better 


figure out what your intentions are. You're a bit too old for high school romance." 
"Yes, sir." This was almost worse than the time Gordon had tried to lecture them about business theory. 
They'd both been so dope sick trying to dry out that everything Gordon had said felt like sharp sticks shoved 


in their intestines. Eliot felt more like a welder's glove wrapped around his stomach and squeezing. 


Eliot opened the car door, looking back into the mirror. "Ill get myself home." 


Chapter 8 


The door slammed shut and Dave breathed a sigh of relief. He realized he needed a cigarette, badly, and David 
had what was left of the pack He got out and walked to the railings, admiring how David had leaned against the 
painted metal and threaded his arms through the rails. A small slice of pale skin peeked out where he shirt 
had ridden up. 

"Everything alright?" 


"Gimme a cigarette," Dave demanded. Junior patted his pockets and found the pack, drawing him out one. Dave 


lit it and savored the rush of calming nicotine. "Bout the same lecture you were given, I'd imagine.” 

It was David's turn to grimace, one side of his mouth pulling taught. 

"Still wanna play?" 

"Hell, yeah!" Junior smiled again, rubbing his hands together, waiting to put the new bass through its paces. 


"Your first official act as a professional musician is to go bring the gear inside." Dave leaned against the hand 


rail, smirking at handing off the carrying duties to the younger man. 

"So, like a roadie?" Junior frowned and it was adorable. 

"Nah, kid. Technician. Just got your first raise already. Few more years and you'll own the world at this rate." 
He looked confused, but headed for the car anyway. 

"How's the pay?" 

"Sucks," Dave shouted back. "Sucks worse when you spend all your money on speedballs." 


Junior scurried off, a guitar case in each hand on his way back. Dave would have to remember he was in a 


small town church, not their private rehearsal space. 

Junior led him up the stairs this time, past what looked like meeting rooms and a few kindergarten rooms. He 
picked a door and pushed on it, flipping on the switch to reveal another meeting room. It was the same size as 
the rest and looked mostly unused. A few metal chairs sat at the far end, perfect for what they needed. 
"Gotta bring the amps up out of the basement" 


"Need help?" Dave had no intention of helping, but he had to make the offer. 


"Nah, | think | can get it. The bass amp isn't as heavy as it looks." 


Hours later, David's hands were butchered messes and Dave was sick of the stock music Junior kept 
gravitating towards. Reaching back, Dave flipped off the small combo amp and unplugged his lead, using his 
shirt edge to wipe down the fretboard. 


"Awww, man, | wanna keep going." He plucked away at the Motorhead bass line Dave had been trying to teach 
him. He still was sloppy, but was already starting to make progress. 


‘lm fucking hungry." Dave rubbed at his stomach. Mrs. E's breakfast seemed like a long time ago. 


"Me too." David zoned, hunched over his bass until something sparked and he sat up. "Got an idea" He leaned 


his bass against the amp and grabbed Dave by the hand. "C'mon, and be quiet” 
"David, there's no one here." 


Junior held a finger up to his lips and pulled Dave from the room. They made their way down an empty hall 


and David pushed through a door into a small restroom. 


Dave had enough time to look around the small white room, the two sinks, two urinals, and a toilet in the back 
before hands grabbed his face and lips pressed against his. His back hit the closing door and David sucked out 
what little air he had left. Hands were all over him, his face, his hair, trailing down his sides and grabbing at 


his hips. It took a moment before his body kicked in, arms going around Junior's ribs and crushing him closer. 


Junior bit and clawed and pulled. Dave pushed back, giving into the earlier tension and following Junior down the 


slope to damnation. 


Grunts and heavy breaths bounced off the reflective walls and Dave plunged his tongue into Junior's mouth. 
His face smashed against David's, any earlier decrees of intimacy swept away as David's hands dropped to his 
crotch, rubbing at his hard cock. 


Heat built and burned as Dave dropped his head back, sucking in precious air. David attached himself to his 
throat, tongue skating over grey stubble. Dave sunk his weathered hands in the full head of hair, giving Junior 
a gentle push southward. He needed it, those heavenly lips around his length, needed to bury himself inside 
David and empty the longing and restraint he'd carefully guarded. 


David stroked over the dirty denim, kneading and massaging and tormenting. Dave manged to get the button 
undone, fingers tangling with Junior's as they fought with the zipper. 


"Fuck, suck me.." Dave gave up and ran his fingers through Junior's hair, leaning against the door as the back 
of his legs tightened with need. Junior slowly worked the zipper, wicked fingers pressing against Dave with 


every inch. 


Dave looked down at the unruly mop of hair, wide eyes looking up from under heavy brows as David reached 
into the parted fly and hesitantly touched the hard flesh. Dave's chest heaved with each breath, sighing when 


fingers finally wrapped around him. 


He tightened his fingers in David's hair, pushing his hips into a squeezing fist. David was staring at his reddened 
cock, Dave gently pulling his head forward, needing those lips. A hand job wasn't going to cut it. "Suck me," he 
breathed. "Please," he added, begging. He would beg for his drug, any day, any way, ever the addict. 


Dave hissed at the first touch of a wet tongue, already feeling orgasm swimming in his loins. The tongue poked 
at hot skin, slowly running a pointed tip around and then down. A hand clamped around him and anchored him, 


hesitantly suckling at the smooth head. 
"David, David, please." All sorts of platitudes fell from his lips, incoherent babble that he couldn't hear. 


Junior's eyes flashed up to his again and David licked his lips, red tongue sticking out and cradling Dave's 
cockhead before those lips finally touched him and let him slide past. 


Fifteen years it had been since David flipped him the bird and threw his clothes at him. Fifteen years and 
finally those fingers were touching him again, lips tightening around his length as David struggled to learn how 
to blow him for the first time again. 


“Aaaahhhhh, so good," he moaned, stroking David's scalp and encouraging him with small whimpers and sighs. 


When the end neared his brain was gone. Gone were the gentle carding of Junior's hair and the positive words, 
replaced with tugs and thrusts, curses and groans. His stomach muscles tightened and he pulled Junior further 
down on his cock as he peaked, vaguely hearing Junior cough and sputter, the warm mouth leaving his 


spasming dick. 


Dave fell back against the door again, the orgasm draining him of everything. When he could open an eye he 
saw Junior still on his knees in front of him, hand lightly holding his spent cock. Dave reached his shaky arms 
out and under Junior's armpits, dragging him up to his feet. His injured lip had re-opened, blood staining his 


swollen lips and a small rivulet down his chin. 


He pressed his lips to Junior's abused one, tongue searching out David's and flicking against it. The slight taste 


of iron and come heating his blood again as he sucked at Junior's face. 


Junior wiggled against him, his own erection still trapped in tight Jordaches. Dave ran his hand down to the 
bulge and squeezed. "Want me to suck you off?" His voice was hoarse, mouth dry even after sharing David's 


spit. 


Feathered hair shook as David nodded, wide eyes still innocent but with a heat to them now. David turned them 
around, placing David's back against the door and slowly sinking to his knees. His expert fingers opened David's 
jeans, reaching in and pulling out the hard cock. Quickly, he spit on the head and stretched his lips around 


David, closing his eyes as trembling fingers grabbed ringlets and pulled. 


David was already shaking, his thighs trembling in their fitted sheaths as he struggled to stay upright. Dave 
took pity on him and bobbed his head quickly, setting a brutal pace aimed at getting him off quickly. He opened 
his throat and let David's dick slide in, a few more years and he'd be able to touch the back, for now Dave 


just swallowed around his head. 


David was breathing through his mouth, fevered eyes watching Dave as he moved on his dick. Dave ran his 
tongue down the big vein on the underside, flicking where the shaft met the tip and swallowing the silky 


precome that leaked from Junior's cock. 


Again he plunged his mouth on David's cock, burying his nose in curled hair that smelled of David. The cock 
twitched as more blood was forced into the already engorged length, Dave's signal to back off, licking his lips. 


"Wanna fuck my hair?" 


He didn't wait for a reply, instead pulling his curls and wrapping them around David's cock, holding the silky 
strands as David thrust into the pile of red hair. Hair stuck to his cock and the wetness at the tip, dragging 
back and forth as David's hips worked. Greedy eyes blazed as Dave shook his head, moving the length and 


rewrapping the lock around David's dick. 


He slid a hand under David's cock, searching for the globes still hidden in denim and underwear, using a finger 


to stoke the already tight skin of balls. He was ready. 


Dave's other hand tightened its grip, squeezing hair around David and letting him slide though his fist on a 


layer of his mane. "Come, David. Come in my hair. Come all over it." 


David's shoulders shook as he drew in quick, shallow breaths and then seized up, cock jerking in Dave's hand as 


he came into the red waves. 


Dave caught him as his knees gave out, pinning him against the door with a shoulder. Dave managed to get 
arms underneath him again and pressed their lips together. David was slack, barely able to return the kiss. 


"Better?" Dave whispered into his ear. 


Junior licked his lips, the barest of nods as his head hung loosely between them. Weak hands grabbed at the 
matted clump of hair, pulling it out and looking at the mess. Dave felt Junior's cock jump against his hip again 


"| did that," he wheezed. 


Dave landed a quick kiss on his jaw. Junior pulled on his hair until their lips met, Junior's tongue searching 


Dave's mouth. 


Dave pushed him away gently as their breathing evened out. Soon they'd have to grab their instruments and 
move on as people started trickling into the church as they finished their daily tasks. 


Junior smiled meekly and held on to Dave's hands as he backed away. He pulled them together again, lips 
melting against Dave's as he tried to wind them together again. 


"C'mon, man, don't you want to fuck me?" Junior had pressed himself against Dave, erection tucked into his 


jeans again but still there. 

Dave tried to be mad, again Junior was dangling the possibility in front of him, promising him things he didn't 
understand. "Course | do." David smiled wide. "Not here, not now." David's smile quickly turned into a frown and 
Dave gave into the inevitability of it all. "You deserve better than a quick fuck in a bathroom." 

With another quick kiss, Dave pushed the younger man away, upset at himself for giving in to the moment. 
Thankfully Junior's flight of endorphins left him open to suggestions and he tottered off down the hallway to 


their practice room after handing Dave some paper towels, looking behind him to make sure Dave was following. 


Quietly they packed up their gear and carried it out to the car. No one bothered them, none of Junior's local 


‘friends’ punching him up again. 
"Food?" Dave asked as they climbed in the Green Beast. 


"Yeah, | could eat." David sat in the passenger seat, the picture of relaxation. The warm late day sun beat down 


through the windshield as sweat started to form at his temples, darkening his hair. "Could use a beer." 
Dave smirked at his growing brazenness. "Sure kid, | think that can be arranged." 


David led him to another shit hole looking restaurant, this one far enough off the main streets that it was 
only frequented by locals. ‘Best venison sausage in town’ David was happy to report as a selling point. 


The meal passed quickly at the well worn establishment, Dave and Junior sharing stories and dreams, 


comfortable in each others presence like it used to be. 
"You gonna tell me about Shawn?" 


Dave almost dropped his fork. Junior raised an eyebrow. Dave suddenly felt trapped in the small dining room, 
wanting nothing more than to run off into the fading sunlight and forget David ever said anything. 


His heart hurt. He liked Shawn, hell, loved the man, but he was always second place; a consolation prize after 


years of finally realizing he'd never win David back. 
"Shawn is, well, he's Canadian, so he's fucked in the head" Dave pointed at his head and twirled his finger. 
‘Loves sports, he plays drums and guitar, used to have his brother Glen in the band too, those were 


interesting times." 


Junior's eyebrow arched again, probably thinking the worst. He debated telling him about James and decided 


against it. "He dotes on his granddaughter and it's fun to watch." 

David's expression changed, a bit of confusion slipping in. "He's married, yes. Seeing a pattern yet?" 

Junior pursed his lips and looked away. Dave gave him the time he needed to process things. "So," David 
started "He and you.. and me and Chris..?" Dave nodded. "And you and me used to." Dave nodded again. "But we 


all have wives?" David just stared like he had three heads. 


"There's more to life than Minnesota. You'd probably be shot here for what life turns out to be, but our lives 


are different from everyone else you've ever known" 


Junior made a move to protest, his deep rooted beliefs telling him to push back against anything that didn't 


agree. 
"Look, we're together for months on end, stuck in buses and small rooms, living out of each others pockets, 
always together. Celibacy is not a realistic option when you're twenty three and zig-zagging across the 
country.” 

David looked away again and stared at the table. 

‘I've spent more of my life with you than with my sisters, or my wife, or my own kids. You're the one who 
used to pick me up from rehab with a pile of cocaine." Dave didn't know why the last bit slipped out, his tongue 
getting the better of him again. "Look, all I'm saying is you can't judge until you get there. You're strong 
enough of a person that if you weren't happy you'd end one relationship or the other." 


David shifted in his seat, forehead crinkled as he thought. "| just can't see.. Can you love more than one person 


at a time? It just seems.. so wrong.” 


"I am a devout Christian, much like you. You don't know how much room there is in that big heart of yours. 


And you won't find it here in Jackson. | think you know you're meant for other places." 


Junior chewed on that thought and met Dave's eyes again, a haunted look flashing across his features. "| don't 
want to stay here and run the combine like Eliot does. That's his dream." 


David fell silent, their food all but forgotten 

"Let's be like the old days. We'll get a shit ton of beer and you can talk all night long. Just us." 
"Beer?" 

Dave chuckled. "Yeah, if you're a good kid." 


David took some money from Dave and paid at the ancient cash register. lt gave Dave enough time to sneer at 


the dated wallpaper and worn tables with their mismatched chairs. The food had been edible, barely. Apparently 


no one in the plains heard of seasoning other than salt and pepper. 


Junior dropped some change on the table as a tip and raced out to the car, ready to get his hands on his illicit 
beer. Dave followed, shaking his head at Junior's abrupt change. He chalked it up to being a teenager. 


The stop and rob sold Dave the beer without question, even helping him to balance the bag of ice on top of 
the case of beer. Junior opened the car door for Dave, checking out the large case of glass bottles with sharp 


eyes. 


"If you're gonna drink, at least it's gonna be good beer." David looked at the green label of the Heinekin, the 
refined styling much removed from his beloved Stroh's. 


Dave slid the car into what was becoming his parking spot and the pair smuggled the beer and ice up the 
ladder to their loft. Dave ripped into the ice bag and dumped it into the cardboard box. They'd have a few 


hours of cold beer before the ice melted away. 


"Put some hay around it and it'll stay colder longer." David dropped a few smaller bales near the case and 


scratched at the back of his head. "I'd better go check in with mom before she gets too panicked" 


Dave nodded in agreement. He followed Junior down to the ground, splitting up and retrieving his guitar, lugging 
it up to the loft and playing as he waited for Junior to come back. It could be minutes or hours, whatever it 


took for David to satisfy his mother's questions. 


Dave found a good riff and played around with it, trying to remember it without his phone to record it for 


later. 


"| like that" Junior had poked his head up above the highest rung on the ladder and was listening. His hair was 
still damp and he'd changed clothes, obviously having used the time to jump in the shower. "What is is?" 


Dave shrugged and strummed some basic chords. "Dunno yet. Might be for the next album. Gotta work on it 
some more." Junior climbed to the loft, grabbed a beer for each of them and trying to twist off the caps. He 
shook his hand as the crimped metal bit into his already sore fingers. 


"They're not screw offs." Dave took his car keys and pried off the caps. He hadn't done it in years but the skill 
was still there. Bent caps bounced across the floor as David reached for his drink. "It's a bit different than 


you're used to." 


David sipped and made a face but swallowed. "The skunk will go away after a few, don't worry." Dave sipped at 
his own drink, sighing as the cold liquid cut a path down to his stomach. "Mom bitch at ya?" 


"Nah, she just asked a ton of questions and tried to feed me." David sipped again minus the sour face. "She 


wants to see the bass, | told her | left it at church." He worried the label with its heavy glue, trying to peel it 


off. "I don't like lying to her." 
David snorted. "Man, you lie to her much worse later, don't sweat it” 
"What did | do?" The label ripped, paper shredding leaving behind fibers on a thin sheet of glue. 


"Man, you were junk sick, trying to detox and came up here straight from Donington tellin’ yer Mom that you 
had the flu. It was fucking hilarious." 


"Junk?" 


Dave set his guitar against a hay bale and looked straight into Junior's eyes. "Heroin" David's eyes widened and 
his eyebrows disappeared into his fringe. "You got off it alright after a few tries, easier than | did” 


David immediately looked to his arms, the innocent assumption that heroin was always shot into a vein. Dave 
proudly showed him the twisted veins of his inner elbow. "Only ever shot up twice, that was enough for me. 
Always snorted or smoked it. Don't think you ever used needles." 

Arms wrapped around his knees and David hugged himself, beer set on the ground at his feet. 

Dave snorted and drank. "You got out easy, never got arrested, quit pretty easily, never any health problems." 
"Wait, you were arrested?" 

"Heh," was all Dave could chuckle. "Judge sent me to rehab, and that's when you came to get me with the 
fucking CD covered in coke." He smiled at the memory. "Snorted a gram of cocaine right outside the rehab 
facility. Not my wisest move looking back." 

They carried on their conversation from the diner, making up for all the time Eliot had been in the car with 
them. Beers went down smoothly as the ice melted, leaving a puddle that dripped down to the farm equipment 
below. It would dry by Monday, leaving no trace of their hide out. 

David was sprawled out on his back again, the sun long ago having set. Straw mixed in his freshly washed hair, 
and Dave picked it out by moonlight, David moving to sit between his knees. Dave ran his hands through the 


honey locks, listening to Junior purr drunkenly. 


"You should get to bed." Dave guessed it would be too late to get a hotel again. He was getting used to sleeping 


in the barn anyway, almost like a second, very rustic, home. 


"Time'zit?" David had more than his fair share of beers, and it was time to end it before he ended up 


massively sick. 


"Time for all drunken, sexy men to be in bed" Junior wouldn't remember any of this, poor guy could barely 


focus his eyes on the same spot. "I'm sure you'll get dragged to church in the morning, hangover or not" 


David leaned back against his chest. "M'not that drunk" He reached for the beer that Dave had moved behind 


them and missed. 


"You," he punctuated his sentence with kisses to the now hay-free side of David's head. "Are going," he kissed 


David's hair. "To bed" 


David snuggled against him. "Right here feels good" He used his hand to smooth across Junior's flat chest and 
taught stomach, feeling the smooth skin where Junior had removed his tshirt earlier. Junior arched into his 


touch, encouraging his calming strokes. 
"Hmmm," Dave agreed. "But you need to be in your bed when morning comes." 
"Can't get there," he slurred. "Sleeping here." 


"Oh, no, let's get you up." David was limber in his drunkenness and Dave worked to get him standing and to keep 
him upright, helping him slowly back down the ladder and across the crunchy gravel driveway. Slowly he opened 
the screen door, wincing as the spring screeched, only to breathe a sigh as he caught the wooden frame 
behind them, preventing it from slamming into the doorway. 


He walked Junior down the main hallway, quietly creeping past closed bedroom doors until they found David's 
room, pushing on the door and quietly closing it behind them. David already had his jeans around his ankles and 
was falling into the bed, landing on his side on the small mattress. Dave quietly pulled the jeans from where 
they were stuck, dropping them into a growing laundry pile. Junior scooted against the far wall, holding out his 


arm for Dave to crawl in next to him again. 


With the dresser blocking the door, Dave stripped. Junior waited, eyes heavy with sleep. Only when Dave was 
beside him did Junior settle and close his eyes. 


Chapter 9 


Dave woke to strong hands stroking him. His morning erection was being worked by familiar fingers as someone 
pressed against his back. It felt good as he floated up to consciousness, the sexy dream he had been having 


melting into the real pleasures of a live partner. 
Warm fingers cupped his balls and he spread his legs, letting the hands pleasure him. 


"Good morning," David whispered in his ear. Dave slowly opened his eyes, turning to see Junior's sleep blurred 


face. His hair stuck up at all angles but it only made him look better somehow. 


"David," Junior shushed him and turned him on his back, stroking him openly now, hands massaging his cock and 
balls. His own hands wound into Junior's hair and pulled him down for a kiss. The hands on his cock stopped, 
David using them to balance himself over Dave as they lazily explored each others mouths again. Nibbled 
turned to bites and noses bumped into each other as David greedily deepened their kisses. Dave ran his hands 


up and down Junior's naked back, still warm from the bedsheets. 


Kisses puttered out, Junior breaking them off and kissing his way down Dave's chin and neck, gaining speed as 
he kissed his way down Dave's chest, sliding his body around to curl at the bottom of the bed, leaning over 
Dave's hips and sucking the hard cock into his mouth. 


Dave closed his eyes again as David worked his cock, feeling hair ghost over his thighs and stomach. He bit his 
lip to keep from whispering as Junior pleasured him. He grabbed at the long hair and stroked, encouraging 


silently and pulling strands from where they caught in David's mouth. 


Again David stopped, already retrieving something from the desk by the time Dave had opened his eyes. Lotion 
was squirted into his hands and rubbed together, white coated hands going back to Dave's dick and massaging, 
pulling a soft moan from Dave's throat. 


Too soon those wonderful hands stopped and Dave felt more movement, this time Junior was on his knees, 
moving forward to straddle Dave's broad hips. He leaned over Dave, hands steadying himself above Dave's 
shoulders. He looked into Dave's eyes and pushed his hips into Dave's lap, the slicked up erection catching his 
skin and sliding up his crack. Dave's eyes rolled to the back of his head, but he managed to get his hands on 
David's shoulders and held him still. 


"Now," David whispered, leaning down for another kiss. Dave pushed him away when the kiss broke, managing to 
crawl out from underneath Junior. In the confusion, Junior ended up on his back, erection proud and stiff 


against his belly. 


"You sure?" Dave whispered back. "Please, God, be sure." Junior nodded and wrapped his arms around Dave's 


neck. 


| want you." It was all the validation Dave needed to obliterate any last traces of his conscience. Deliberately, 


Dave grabbed Junior's knees and turned him over again, pulling on his hips to get his ass in the air. 


He smoothed a hand over the small curve of David's ass. "It'll be easier this way," he explained. Getting up, he 
rifled through Junior's dresser, unmatching a pair of socks, bringing one back to the bed and handing it to 


David. "Bite down on it. First time is always different." 


Cautiously David took the athletic sock, laying it carefully on the lone pillow. Dave returned his attentions to 
the view at hand, carefully stroking tense muscle. He leaned back and grabbed the bottle of lotion Junior had 
used on him, pumping out a good palmfull and dragging a finger through it. He circled the lotion around David's 
entrance, poking at his anus with the pad of his finger. David was already pushing back into him, no stranger to 


having thinner objects penetrate him. 


Dave pushed a lubed finger past the pucker, quickly adding a second finger when David rocked and grunted. 
"Ssssshhhh," Dave hissed. Junior's parents were probably just outside the door, eating breakfast and readying 


themselves for worship while their son was getting fucked in his room. 


The fears pushed Dave forward faster than he wanted to go, getting on his knees behind Junior and reaching 
over to hand him the sock again. David stuffed it into his mouth, the makeshift gag the best they could do on 
such short notice. Dave used the rest of the lube, splitting it up between David and coating his erection with 
the last of his palmtull. 


He used one hand to steady David's hips, the other hand holding his cock and pressing it into Junior, collapsing 
against his back as his cock slid into the snug channel. He could feel David bite down into the sock, a muffled 


sound barely squeaking out through the cotton 


It would have been rice to show David the tender, loving experience he wanted it to be. Instead his body took 
over and slammed his hips against Junior's, shaking the smaller man and pushing him higher on the bed. The 
wooden joints creaked as Dave rocked them back and forth. Hair served as a bridle this time, Dave grabbing on 
and pulling Junior's hair, arching his back. Lithe thighs tensed, meeting each thrust with equal force as the two 
needs battled it out. 


David was already proving to be a handful in the bedroom even at this age. His appetite would eventually 
surpass even Dave's insatiable desires. Junior lowered his head, pulling Dave's grip on his hair tight. If he 
wasn't worried about who was listening, Dave would have slapped that pert ass hard, remembering the way 


David would always gasp and fuck him harder for it. 


Music started from somewhere out in the house. Dave couldn't stop now even if the Jesus showed up and told 
them to quit. The song covered up some of the louder slaps of skin on skin and the bed creaking. He couldn't 
think about it, focused on the man underneath him and his own pleasure. He slid in and out of David, each 


thrust better than the last one. 


Sparks danced in front of his eyes, his senses failing as other neurons needed the attention The music faded 


out as Junior's whimpers and moans filled his ears. He let go of David's hair, watching as David tossed his 
head, sending the caramel strands flying just for him. David's head lowered to the pillow, hands holding onto the 
headboard as he pushed and pulled with his whole body. 


He looked down between them, watching as his cock disappeared into David. It was better than any porno and 
not a sight he thought he'd ever see again. "Gonna come hard," he grunted out. 


David twisted his neck and looked at Dave. Mouth hanging open, sock long gone and flush riding high on his 
chiseled cheeks. He blinked once and pushed back and Dave was done, shooting his load into Junior and feeling 


like the world was ending. 


When he came down, Junior was still underneath him, one arm bent to his own spent cock He nuzzled into 
Junior's soft skin, feeling muscles working over his deflating cock. It wouldn't be much longer and Junior's body 
would force him out, nature taking its course. He fell onto the bed on Junior's side, pulling the still quiet young 
man close to his chest and wrapping and arm around him. 


It had been hurried and too frenzied for what he had wanted to show David but it was too late to change 
things now. The music was back, it had probably never stopped. It was simple, barren save for a voice and an 


acoustic guitar, some low keyboards filled in the darkness. 
Dave listened to the song, holding Junior while they remembered how to breathe. The song was depressing, 
about drug addiction and death and Dave pulled David even closer, savoring the beating heart and even breaths 


from the man next to him. 


David turned in his arms, tucking his face into Dave's neck and twining their legs together. Dave whispered 
nothings to him, stroking his hair and cooing at him. 


"David!" Francis knocked at the door and yelled over the music. "Get out of bed, you'll be late for church again 


Junior lifted his head up at his mother's voice, frozen in Dave's embrace. The needle skidded over the music 


and it cut off, someone clearly grabbing the arm and turning off the noise. 


"Oh shit," David whispered. He started to panic and Dave held his upper arms, trying to calm him. Wouldn't be 


the first time he hid in a closet until the coast was clear. 

More knocks pounded on the door, Frances not giving up that easily. "David, it's nine thirty dear, you've got half 
an hour to get ready.’ The door pushed open and instantly hit the dresser, sending Dave flying under the 
blanket. "Why won't your door open?" 


"Mom, l'm up!" David squeaked. 


"Got a basket of laundry that needs to be put up." 


Dave extricated himself from the covers and beelined for the small closet, tucking himself in amongst a small 


gun rack and some sports gear. 

"lll get it in a minute!" Junior bounced to his closet and shut the door. Dave hoped he remembered to grab 
some shorts, nobody wanted their mom's to see them like that. And all the shiny lube running down the back 
of his legs would be hard to explain away. 

Dave heard the dresser being dragged across the floor and Frances’ light footsteps enter the room. 


"Eliot's left you the shower if you want. I'll just put these away for you and we can go." 


"Nol" he grabbed at the basket, Dave watching through a small gap in the door. "That's ok, I've got it. I'll put 


them away." 


Frances paused and finally said, "Well, alright" She moved to the bed and set down the plastic laundry basket. If 


she saw the massive come stain on Junior's sheets she knew better than to say anything. "You alright David?" 


"Yeah, I'm fine." Junior reached up to scratch at his neck, one of the burring fingernail rakes Dave had 


accidentally given him. 
"What is that, looks like you half scratched your neck off” 


Junior pulled his hair over the scratch. "Stokay mom, got a mosquito bite last night that | must have 
scratched at too much." 


"These dirty? I'll just get them started" Mrs. E. bent at the knees and started grabbing and Dave and Junior's 


mingled clothes, pulling them into her arms. 


"Mom, | can get them myself" Junior had to pull Dave's jeans back from his mother, kicking them under the 


bed and hoping she didn't see the unusual weave or the larger size. 


"Well really, David. | know Eliot went through a phase when he was your age but | didn't see it coming from 


you." 


"Mom, please." Junior stood in the center of the room in an inside out pair of boxer shorts, hands crossed 
over his thin chest. David couldn't help but ogle despite the situation 


"You'd better get going, don't wanna miss service three weeks in a row, do ya?" 
David dropped his head. "I don't wanna go today. | went during the week" 


Frances paused again, looking at her son. "Are you doubting David? It's normal for a boy your age." 


"Mommmmm," David whined. 


"Alright," Frances reluctantly agreed. “But you're not getting out of this discussion, mister." Frances dropped a 


quick kiss on David's temple. "Remember | love you." 


The door clicked behind Frances and David pulled at his hair, letting out a frustrated noise. Dave stayed 
patiently in his closet, not able to see everything and not knowing if he was in the clear yet. David grabbed his 


small chair and carried it across the room, jamming it under the handle. 
The closet door opened, light filling the small space. David leaned in. "I'm sorry, man. You know moms." 


Dave had pulled an old Halloween costume from a hanger and had tried to cover himself with it, tying the 
sleeves around his waist and letting the fabric drape over his midsection. He held up a finger to his lips. David 


speaking to himself would still trigger too many questions, let alone if someone answered him back. 
‘Sorry, man, just hang out here and they'll be gone to church in half an hour." 


Dave held up a hand with his fingers forming a T in sign language, twisting his wrist. David's eyebrows knitted 
together. He obviously didn't know stage lingo for toilet yet. Dave's bladder was ready to explode on him since 


his erection went away. 
"Toilet," he whispered, crossing his legs for an added visual. 


"Ah," David sucked in a breath. "Oh," he looked around the room for something that Dave could piss in. 
"Ummm," he grabbed for a mason jar at the desk that held a few pencils and pens, dumping them out on his 
desk. He held the clear glass jar out to Dave, shrugging his shoulders. 


Having pissed in worse while living the glamorous life of a traveling musician, Dave took the jar and turned his 
back to Junior, using the closet for some privacy. He dropped the Halloween costume back in the closet, 


relieving himself and sighing in pleasure as the discomfort abated. 


With a quick shake, he set the jar on David's desk again, his prize statement for anyone who happened to come 
across it. Junior just stared at it with a corner of his lip curled up. Dave collected his jeans and slid them on, 


happy to be covered again. 


There were noises in the rest of the house, people going about their routines and getting ready to head out. 
Dave and David sat quietly as they waited for everyone to leave. Junior dressed and quietly slipped out, 


bringing back a mug of coffee for Dave and a muffin for them to share. 


They listened as the screen door banged and the pickup truck's engine turned over, tires rolling over gravel 
and heading down the street into town. David flopped back on the bed. "Fucking god, | thought they'd never 


leave." 


"You're not the one who should be shitting himself” 


David sat up and hopped off the bed. "C'mon let's shower quick. | think I'm stuck together." He pulled at his 
pants, freeing where the underwear had lodged itself. 


Dave carded his fingers through the stiff spot where Junior came yesterday. "You fucking got come all over 


my hair.” 

David had the nerve to look bashful. "Yeah, sorry about that" 

"I'm not," Dave said simply. 

He followed Junior out into the house, intent on another cup of coffee and a shower, hopefully throwing his 


clothes in the laundry before David's parents made it back home. He crashed into Junior's back as he suddenly 


stopped in the kitchen. Eliot was leaning against the sink, clutching his own coffee. 


Chapter 10 


"Morning." Dave headed for the coffeemaker, ignoring Junior's state of shock. Eliot nodded and said nothing, 
watching the pair closely. Dave had his share of awkward mornings, David probably hadn't yet. "Still wanna 
shower?" He asked quietly to David, who hadn't moved since seeing his brother hadn't gone to church with his 
parents. "C'mon, or your gonna itch later." He put a hand on David's hip and steered him back towards the 
small bathroom. "Taking a shower, be out in a bit" David prayed Eliot wasn't devious enough to call the cops 
when they were showering. It would look bad. 


Junior was oddly silent as Dave prepped the shower, pulling out towels and toiletries. They showered together, 


saving time and water. David relaxed as Dave washed his hair, fingers massaging his scalp again. 
"You're gonna have to snap out of it. Yer mom already knows something is up." 
"Eliot." David started mindlessly rubbing his thighs, washing away absent soap residue. 


"Eliot's cool, man, we talked about it" Dave had his full attention again. "Just. relax. Unless you didn't like it, 


then | need to know." 
David's hands reached out and touched Dave as he rinsed under the showerhead. "I liked it. A lot," he added. 


Dave smiled. "Good" He leaned forward and kissed Junior again, finally feeling some of the nervous tension leave 
the lithe body. Dave's cock was already starting to harden. "I can't wait to make you come again" David's body 
was responding too, much quicker than Dave's. "Got any of that conditioner left?" 


Junior jumped out of the shower, finding the small bottle in his drawer. Minutes later he was a panting mess 
clinging to the slick tiles of the shower wall. Dave's hand job has been brutally efficient, ripping another orgasm 


from him. 
The water was turning cold, and they still had a lot to do before they had to leave the house. 


Dave dried Junior with a fluffy towel, admiring the youthful body before wrapping him up and sending him to 
the bedroom for clean clothes. Dave dried himself, putting his hair up as Junior brought him back a small pile. 
Sweat pants and a tshirt with a fertilizer company printed on the back. Certainly not what he would have 
picked, but at least everything mostly fit. 


"Run out to the car and get my bag of clothes. | can't do shit dressed like this." David disappeared and Dave 
finished in the bathroom, bringing his dirty clothes to the kitchen and waiting for Junior. Eliot had disappeared, 
probably gone out with Junior to the car. He was positive they were having another brotherly chat about him. 


He browsed through the paper as he waited, trying to catch up news events he remembered and filling in on 


things he'd either ignored at the time or forgotten about. 


Junior reappeared, bag of dirty clothes in his arms and a scowling Eliot hot on his heels. They hissed at each 
other and David grabbed Dave's jeans, heading back to the mud room where the laundry machines were kept. 
Eliot carried David's bass, holding it until David came back to claim it, stashing it in his room. 


David pulled up a chair and set beside Dave, close enough their thighs were touching. "You wanted to talk, so 


talk" Both men were watching Eliot as he studied them, finally sitting at the other side of the table. 
"There's something not right here." His eyes flicked between Dave and David. 

All Dave could do was chuckle. "Nothing's right, actually." 

One of the family cats jumped on David's lap and he scratched at her ears. 

Eliot rubbed at his temples. "I promised I'd stay out of it” 


"So stay out of it" Dave watched as Junior petted his cat, so focused on the cat as he purposely avoided the 


conversation. 
"He alright?" Eliot nodded at David, concern etched into his features. 
"He's... a little fragile this morning. He'll be fine." 


Eliot grunted. "You can't stay here." Dave raised an eyebrow in challenge. He'd been staying in the barn quite 
successfully. "I heard you." 


David suddenly looked up, his kitten diversion not enough anymore. Dave stretched and dropped an arm over 
the back of David's chair protectively and unashamed. He had been doing things at sixteen that would have left 
Eliot's hair standing on end. Losing one's virginity was hardly the end of the world. 


"What was that album you put on? | only heard bits of it" Eliot looked between them again and rose from the 


table, coming back with an album, handing it over to Dave. 


"Keep it," he said. The cover had a man sitting on some hay bales. Dave snorted ironically. He'd heard of John 


Prine before, surprised he didn't recognize the music. "So now what?" 
Dave shrugged. "Far as | know, l'm stuck here." 
"Where should you be?" Eliot had more questions, concerned for his younger brother and trying to understand, 


‘Its not so much as where." Dave didn't want to go into his theories. Driving here had left him lots of time 
for his mind to wander. Nothing could explain what happened to him, not fully, but he had ideas. 


Eliot cocked an eye at him. "I'd hate for you to disappear, as | think he's grown quite attached to you." 

David nodded without looking up. "We meet up again in a few years if | haven't fucked things up too much by 
being here." Dave outed his secret, now David and Eliot knew. It had been less than a week that he was in 
Minnesota. How many people would know in a month? In a year? How long before someone in a white coat 


dragged him off for ‘treatment’? 


"So you came back?" Eliot had the same habit as David did; he talked with his hands. Dave had forgotten how 
much Junior did it, it was such a part of him that he didn't even see it anymore. Eliot held one hand out still 
and crossed his other one over it, showing the backwards movement. 


Dave nodded. "I'm only a year older than you right now. In LA, where the now-me is.” 


"How do you plan on getting back?" Ever farm-practical, Eliot was trying to help in his way, even if it meant 


separating Dave and Junior. 

"Dunno," Dave shrugged again "Short from falling in the CERN accelerator or warp speed, I'm fucking clueless." 
David quickly looked at him, and then back to the cat. "A pound of plutonium and a DeLorean" He chuckled, no 
one else getting the joke. The thought triggered something. Wasn't the Michael J. Fox character named Marty? 
He really wished he had his phone now so he could check IMDB 

David and Eliot were both staring at him, Junior finally speaking up. His face must have looked bad. 

"Marty. Why didn't you remind me about Marty?" 


David's forehead wrinkled again. "| did. You said he was a pervert and moved to Japan." 


"No, not.." He sighed in frustration Junior had no idea what he was talking about. "Do you remember anything 
about Groom Lake? All those things Nick told us?" 


Junior just shook his head, a blank look in his eye. He probably hadn't even heard of Area 5I yet, the rumors 


slow to spread in the pre-internet age. 


"In Switzerland, in my time, they're playing with space-time, kinda like a fabric. Fucking around with branes and 


parallel strings, moving particles in time." 


Both men were looking at him strangely now, as he had feared. He wasn't sure where to go from here. Junior 


didn't know anything yet, and Eliot probably never had any interest in it. 


"| don't know how | got here, and | don't know how or when I'll go back. Might be never, might be the next 


second." 


"That's a hell of a way to live life" Eliot stroked his chin, at least making an attempt to take it all in. After an 
uncomfortable pause, he turned to his brother. "What do you want from this, David?" 


David shooed the cat from his lap, hand landing on Dave's thigh and holding on. "I just want him to find peace. 


Whether it's here or in his own time. We talk and." David swallowed, searching Dave's face. "l'm with you, here 


and then, so I'll manage either way." 


"If you're still here, I'll see if there are any physics books at college that | can copy and mail back to you. 
Might help some. You'd probably understand them." 


‘Its the practical side that." Dave stumbled again. "CERN is seventeen miles and they only moved particles 
back I/40th of a second, certainly not a whole human, and not thirty years." 


"Well, can't hurt any." Eliot had a lot of his father's kindness in him. Junior had more of his mother's cunning. 


It was an interesting dichotomy. 
"Thanks, but I'd be better off in the Utah desert, or Elbert, Georgia where this shit happens." 


David looked at his brother oddly, Eliot seeming to think about something before speaking. "Happens here too, 


ya know" 

Dave could only stare. No wonder he'd been so accepting, "You too, eh?" 

"| only saw them" Eliot chewed at his lip, the motion seemed out of place. "Only he knows: 

"Did you." Dave met Junior's eyes, some ancient fear in them, sparkling but unsettled. Dave's hand tightened on 
the back of the chair. In all the years they'd talked about every conspiracy theory on every long bus ride or 


hotel stay, Junior had never mentioned it. 


Junior wouldn't quite meet his eyes, looking at his cheek instead. "No, wasn't there." He was hiding something, 


the little shit, and didn't want to talk about it. 


The conversation came to a lull. Eliot asked no other questions and Junior had been unusually quiet since they 


ran across his brother. 


Dave looked at the clock hung on the wall. He'd have to bail before Mr. and Mrs. E got back from church. "| 


gotta get before." He looked at Junior again worriedly and back to Eliot. "You comin'?" 
"No," David said quietly. "I gotta," he mumbled something, Dave couldn't hear. 
For as clingy as he was Dave knew he needed his space to make sense of everything in his head. "I'll be in the 


barn" He pressed a quick kiss to David's temple and walked out. It was already hot in his borrowed clothes and 
the way David was acting was weighing on him. He grabbed a gas station paperback from the trunk of his car, 


hiding up amongst his hay bales until David was ready. 


Crunching gravel caught his attention. Out the window he saw David, feathered hair streaming behind him and 
rifle in hand, heading back through the small crop of trees and into the fields beyond. He'd seen Junior at his 
lowest before and didn't worry, he wasn't about to do anything stupid. He hoped. 


Going back to the book, Dave waited for time to pass. Gunshots sounded far away, enough shots fired to 
comfort Dave that any chance of Junior doing himself in was sated. 


Ma and Pa E. arrived home and went inside, on with their usual routine. Shots fired at odd intervals in the 


fields. 


"Dave?" He jerked, book falling out of his hands. Carefully he crawled to the edge of the loft, looking down and 
seeing Eliot holding a trash bag. "Laundry's done." 


He slid his annoying glasses off and stuck them in the neck of his shirt, one of his many concessions to age. 


Going down the much used ladder, he took the bag from Eliot. 


"They're not folded,” Eliot said, "But they're clean and dry." He held out the bag and Dave took it. Eliot looked 
him up and down, finally settling on his face, searching for something. "You really love him, don't you. Not just 


physically.” 
Worry about Junior's sudden shooting spree spilling over and choking his voice. "Yeah," Dave admitted. 


"He'll be back soon" Dave wasn't sure how Eliot knew what he was thinking and he didn't particularly care. "Is 


he happy in your time?" 
Dave nodded, confident in his answer. "Yeah, | think so." 


Eliot nodded, a wry smile on his lips barely curving up one side. "May you find what you're looking for." He 
turned and left, leaving Dave staring at his back as he weaved through the farm tractors. 


Dave carefully folded his clothes and stashed them in his car before retreating back to his book, leaving the 
borrowed items in the loft. He shifted after every chapter, the hard floor rough on his bones. He wasn't really 
reading, thinking about Eliot's visit, David, and the life he was rapidly losing. 


He felt the presence before he saw the person purposefully ascend the ladder, surprised when sweat 
dampened hair broke above the edge and David climbed onto the simple floor. His white sneakers were caked in 


dirt, the cuffs of his once proud Jordaches damp and filthy. 


Dave set his book aside, standing as a silent Junior walked towards him. When he got within arms reach, his 
face split into a huge smile, arms going out and grabbing Dave around the neck. Dave grabbed him around the 


waist and pulled him close, whatever was hanging off of Junior this morning seemingly evaporated. 


"| got some doves if you're hungry.” 


Dave set him down. "Nah, that's ok," he said, not interested in eating anything that didn't come from a grocery 


store. 


"Suit yourself" David shrugged but remained tucked under Dave's arm. "Mom will clean'n cook ‘em, after she 


screams at me for being out of season 


"Poaching, you rascal." Dave poked him in the ribs, enjoying as David squirmed against him. "Wanna get a 


burger?" 
"Fuck yeah." 


David proudly showed off his catch, their floppy heads dangling as David held onto their feet. The small clutch 
of birds wouldn't provide much meat, but it had soothed David's hunter instincts. Dave had to admit it was 

pretty brutal and went on to explain to Junior that in his day that meant cool. David smiled and ran the birds 
into his mother, changing out of his field dirtied clothes and washing the gunpowder and blood from his hands. 


Chapter Il 


The afternoon passed as they bombed around town, David pointing out all of his favorite little haunts and Dave 
explaining how the world had changed in the last thirty years. Cigarettes were bought and smoked, beers drank 
and hamburgers downed. Soon night fell and reluctantly they headed back to the farm, David checking in with 


mom again before heading back out to the barn. 


"So what'chu wanna do now?" Dave asked. David was sitting behind Dave, fingers braiding and twisting the 


orange curls. 


The braid tugged slightly and Dave could tell he had shrugged. "I could do this all night and die happy." David 


wound another section into the braid. "Nice hair, you homo." 
Dave laughed, chuckling along at the ineffective insult. "I got a book | gotta get back to." 


Earlier David had plucked the book from his hands, scanning the cover and synopsis on the back, declaring it 
trash and tossing it aside. "Wanna go for a walk in the moonlight? Probably don't get much of that in LA" 


"Sure." Dave hadn't the heart to tell him about the moonlight over the Pacific in Huntington Beach, or the 
stars in the Scottsdale desert. David tied off the braid and stood, making sure to keep Dave away from the 
novel. Their small lantern left little light to read by. It would be near impossible at this time of the night. 


"Let me get a few things and then we can go." David rushed off to the house, coming back with a small 
backpack slung over his shoulder. "Ready?" 


Dave nodded and David set off into the windbreak again, following a worn path in the grasses. Dave looked back 
at the warm lights of the house, seeing Eliot standing at the screen door watching them as they hiked out. 
Dave was slow to keep up, the lumpy ground throwing up obstacles in the dark It had turned into a gorgeous 
night, clear sky with a slight breeze, enough to keep the temperature down and the mosquitoes away. 


Junior cut them across a few fields, this small walk turning into a much longer hike than Dave had anticipated. 


Good thing he'd kept himself fit over the years. 


"David, where are we going?" The field of low plants gave way to taller corn plants, still not much higher than 


their knees. 


"Its just over there." The night caused them to whisper, even though there was no one around to hear. "One 
more grid" They cut through the field this time, following the plow lines and trying not to crush the young 
plants. There was a small crop of trees, another windbreak that was so prominent between fields. Once they 


crested the hill, Dave saw where Junior was leading them. 


It wasn't much, no more than a small pond, but the broken moonlight shimmered across the top. Dave looked 


around, not seeing any buildings or roads nearby. Aside from the breeze and the cicadas it was utterly quiet. 
David stripped off his shirt and started on his jeans, kicking his shoes off and standing naked in the moonlight. 
"You coming in?" 


Dave has a million reasons not to. Leeches, tetanus, drowning, snakes, but the sight of David's tight ass as he 
stepped into the water had his clothes falling to the ground. 


‘Its warm," Dave said, dipping his toes in while Junior swam out deeper. Dave felt sand under his toes, clearly 


not natural for this area. 


Junior treaded water, turning to watch Dave. "The Skalsky's had it dug and keep it stocked. As long as you don't 
hurt the fish he lets us swim here." Junior disappeared, slipping under the water and reappearing near the 
shore. He rested on the sand, feet kicking in the deeper water. "It drops off at about waist deep, so be careful." 


Carefully Dave waded further in, stopping before he found the drop Junior was talking about. God only knows 
what was down in the depths. David swam circles around him, hair slicked back and fanning out in the dark 


water. 

"You're not coming in?" David's head bobbed above water, arms moving to keep him afloat. 

"This is good." 

David swam around again before standing up in the shallow part, the water just reaching his belly button. Dave 
watched as the water sheeted off of his chest and down his stomach. The deeper water sounded good 
suddenly. 

Junior kissed him, smirking, and pushed. Dave went under, arms grabbing at water that gave way under him. 
His feet found the ledge Junior warned him about, and he climbed up, watching as Junior kneeled in the shallow 
water and laughed. 

Dave pulled the few loose strands back from his face, glad that Junior had braided it earlier. He sank in the 
water, just leaving his head above. "C'mere," he motioned, smiling at David and his horseplay. He pulled David to 
sit on his thighs, letting the younger man lean into his shoulder. "Think you're funny, huh?" 

"Oh man, you shoulda seen the look on your face." 

Dave slowly scooted backward and deeper, holding onto Junior as he slowly drifted. He made sure to wrap his 
arms strategically around Junior, holding him under the armpit and slipping an elbow under his knees. There 


were still a lot of things for the youngster to learn. 


He felt the ledge with his heel, pausing and letting Junior get comfortable. When the time was right he stood, 


thigh muscle straining under the added weight. He managed to toss David into the deep end, watching as he 
disappeared again with a mighty splash. 


His gloating was short lived as hands grabbed at his ankles and pulled, sending him under and filling his mouth 
with fish poop filled water. 


David surfaced in the shallow end, wringing the water out of his hair while Dave coughed and sputtered. Dave 
cut through the water, pulling David down into a kiss. The childish dunking had caused a very un-childlike 
reaction, his hard cock bobbing in the disturbed waters. 


David moaned and pushed him away. "Hold on," he said, already scampering to the small shore and pulling over 
his backpack. He dug around, giving Dave a great view of his firm cheeks and smooth back, places Dave very 


much wanted to explore again. 


Junior pulled out a glass bottle, the familiar square cut of Jack Daniels obvious even in the dark. He screwed 
the cap off, leaving it on his backpack and sinking back into the water, holding the precious bottle above the 


surface. 


He held it out to Dave, letting him have the first knock off the bottle. Dave knew better, knew how he got on 
hard liquor. Still he upended the bottle, filing his mouth with the burning liquid and swallowing it down. He 
passed it back to Junior who did the same before handing it back again. Dave held the bottle and Junior swam 
into his arms, tingling lips meeting and tongues tangling. 


The glass pressed against Junior's back as Dave wrapped around his shoulders. No sense wasting a good bottle 
of booze. He tipped Junior's head back and poured more alcohol into his parted lips. Dave felt a wave of desire 
go through him, remembering Junior on his knees, mouth open, waiting to catch the come on his tongue as 


Dave came. 


Junior was hard, his erection slipped over Dave's hip as they moved to shallower waters. There wouldn't be 


any extended exploration tonight, David dragging him back to the shore as fast as they could go. 


A towel was pulled out of the backpack and spread over the dry ground, David laying on his back and spreading 
his legs. His hand curled around his length and stroked, Dave taking another knock from the whisky. "Fuck, 
that's sexy.” 


Junior lifted his head and looked around his bent knee, watching as Dave's hand followed the water down his 


stomach and grabbed his cock, the same way his other hand held the neck of the bottle. 


Dave stroked himself a few time, masturbating for Junior to watch. It wasn't enough, and soon he stopped, 
dropping to his knees in the dirt beside David. He had to slow down. Junior's grabby hands reached for Dave's 
dick and Dave had to swat them away. Junior could go more than once but Dave only had one chance tonight 


before his body gave out and he wanted to make the most of it. 


He also just wanted to plow into Junior in a mess of swearing and sweat, slamming into an orgasm like a brick 


wall. 


David's hand reached out to him again and he let David touch him this time, tentative fingers brushing over 
sensitive areas and feeling the heated skin. Carefully Dave stopped him, grabbing his wrist and guiding the hand 
back to his own cock, David sliding one hand to cup his balls. Dave would have to be the one to set the pace 


unless he wanted to be done in five minutes. 
Junior bit his bottom lip and pulled on his cock. Dave thought five minutes would be fucking awesome. 


He held the whisky over Junior's chest, letting a small amount dribble onto the smooth pecs. Without any 
chest hair there was little to catch the liquid. David used his tongue to lick away the residue, bending over 
David preaitorilly. 


A hand landed on Dave's back as he kept suckling and biting his way across Junior's wet torso. More whisky 
found its way to the hollow of Junior's neck, Dave following the bottle's path, nipping at the thin skin and 


feeling Junior's pulse under his lips. 


He kissed David, pushing a tongue between sharp teeth and letting the evaporated alcohol fill David's sinuses. 
Dave pulled back, intent on finding his way south when the hand on his back squeezed, pulling him back down. 
Junior kissed him, breathy pants and sighs drowning out the cicadas. 


Dave could have kissed him all night if not for the raging horniness. He needed to fuck, and soon. He slid a hand 
under Junior's neck, pulling him up slightly and using the whisky bottle to pry their lips apart. Dave let Junior 
drink from the bottle, Junior grabbing it and chugging like Bluto from ‘Animal House’. He choked and set the 
bottle down, pulling Dave into him as soon as he could breathe. Dave would have been drunk just on the alcohol 


coming off of David. 
He pushed Junior back onto the towel, laying beside him and reaching down, stroking Junior's cock lazily. 


"Planned this, didn'tcha?" Junior smiled and nodded. "Little bitch." He squeezed Junior's cock, focusing on the 
head and rubbing his own erection against Junior's hip. "What else ya got in that bag?" 


David twisted his shoulders, reaching out and getting a bit of the bag, pulling it closer before reaching in. Out 


came a familiar lotion bottle from his bedroom. 


"Good boy," Dave said as he took the bottle. He wanted to blow Junior first, sliding around on the dirt and 


leaves, laying at Junior's feet and sucking his length in his mouth. 


Junior moaned, a deep glutteral sound of his full adult voice. For the first time it wasn't hushed, no inquisitive 
ears listening. Dave sucked him, teasing him with tongue and fingers, a steady stream of noises coming from 


Junior's throat. 


Hands grabbed at his head, trying to grab hair and slipping at the tight braid, giving up when there was nothing 
to pull. Dave eased off Junior's dick, turning David's hips and pulling one off the ground, planting a firm smack 
on the side of a cheek. 


David yelped and grabbed at hair again, sinking his fingers between the tight strands and pulling on the roots of 
his hair. 


"Fuck yeah, pull” Junior pulled at it was Dave's turn to whine. The pain went right to his cock, making it pulse 


and jump. 


Dave swallowed Junior again, using a thumb to press on the flat spot between his balls and ass, David's hips 
jerking with each press. Thighs flexed with each downstroke, orgasm building in Junior. Dave sucked harder, 
pulling it out of him. He smacked his ass again, this time while holding David in his throat as David wailed and 


thrashed and came. 


He swallowed all of Junior, pushing his legs and kneeling between them, squirting lotion on his hard dick and 
coating it. He pulled one of Junior's legs over his shoulder and pushed himself inside, Junior's body taking him 


and squeezing around him. 


Dave hammered into the sated body underneath him, Junior reaching up to pinch at his nipples and card 


through his chest hair. Puffs of air escaped with every thrust, Junior's stomach curved and compressed into 


his chest. 


Dave lowered his shoulder, letting Junior's leg fall off to the side, leaning down across Junior's body and kissing 
him again. Legs wrapped around his waist, Junior clinging on and fucking him back. Dave pushed the wet hair 
away from his handsome face, smoothing the young skin and planting small kisses everywhere he could reach. 


Nose to nose, he looked into Junior's eyes and sped up his pace, rocking back and forth. 


They breathed the same air, Junior melting around him and encouraging him. A hand grabbed onto his braid 
and tugged, Junior using his teeth to latch on to Dave's exposed throat. 


Dave rocked into him a few more times, sliding them in the dirt before he exploded, seed pumping into David. 


He collapsed after the last spasm faded away, forehead resting against David's. 


David held him tight, legs still locked around his waist as small kisses landed on his lips. Arms that once pulled 
on his braid were now supporting his weight, holding him to a damp chest that held a thudding heart. 


Happier men have died in worse circumstances, and slowly Dave started to lift himself, falling to Junior's side 
in the grass. He kept an arm slung across David's chest, too sated to let go. Soon David was squirming again, 


Dave having to open his eyes and quickly figuring out the problem. 


"Four times?" Dave shouldn't have been surprised, four times a day was the norm for their younger days. 


Junior nodded and slowly reached down to grab himself again. Dave reached across him for the lotion and 


squirted some on Junior. His hand replaced David's and stroked, knowing exactly what he liked. 


Junior didn't last long again, coming over Dave's talented fingers. The stars were bright through the trees. 


Junior curled in Dave's comforting embrace. 


Dave was drifting off to sleep when Junior shook his shoulder. "Dave," he hissed in a tone that woke Dave up 


immediately. "Do you see that?" 

Dave felt the dark triangle before he saw it, the lights brighter than the normal backdrop of stars. 

"Shit." He grabbed for his pants and pulled them on, looking over to make sure Junior was doing the same. He 
had to be sure and get a clear view, walking away from the pond and into the open field. The cornstalks 
crunched under his feet as he looked skyward. David appeared at his side, looking up at the colored lights. 
"What is it?" David asked. 

Dave could hear it in his head, their clicks as they spoke. The hair on the back of his neck stood on end. 


"Not good," Dave replied, watching as the ship hung motionless. "I think we should go." 


A bright light turned on, brighter than the brightest spotlight Dave had ever been in. It swept over the 


ground, its pinpoint focus illuminating only specific targets. 
It started moving in their direction 


"Run," Dave shouted, heading for the barn. Junior quickly sprinted ahead of him, country legs used to the open 
fields. He looked back, searching for a lagging Dave. "Just run!" 


The barn was still a few fields away and the light was catching up to Dave. Junior slowed, waiting for Dave. 


"Get to the trees!" Dave pointed to a windbreak at the edge of the field They'd never make it back to the 
barn. With a sinking feeling, Dave realized what they wanted. 


It wasn't Junior. 


He slowed down, wheezing as the adrenaline rush turned into the sourness of fear. David had made the 


treeline, the dark silhouette holding on to a tree trunk. 
There was no wind like one expected with a craft that size, the corn leaves slightly fluttering in the night 
breeze. It was silent, save for the pounding of Dave's blood in his ears and Junior's shouts. The clicking noises 


were only in his head, a million keyboard clacks as they closed in on him. 


Dave stood half naked in the moonlight and prayed Junior stayed where he was. The spotlight quickly made its 


way across the small rolling hill and straight to Dave. He was blinded, every sense taken from him as the light 
shone down on him and he floated, David's screams carrying on the night wind as the aliens wiped everything 


clean and fixed the system glitch. 


Chapter 12 


198l 

David and Greg had settled into their little apartment in LA near the Musician's Institute. Greg balked at the 
set practice schedule David drew up, preferring to explore LA before enrolling at the Institute. David was more 
homesick, moping around the apartment, his bass the only thing helping him keep his sanity. 

They'd seen this guy walking around the building, usually some shade of pissed off. David was afraid to 
approach him, Greg flat out writing him off as another LA nut job. His red hair seemed to have its own 


presence, obviously well cared for despite the odd hours the guy seemed to keep. 


Their morning practice session hadn't gone well. Eleven am was apparently too early for the upstairs neighbor, 


and a clay flowerpot crashed and shattered on their air conditioner. 
"Shut up!" a voice snarled from above. 


Junior was intrigued. There was something about the flame haired man he couldn't place. The flower pot would 


be a good excuse to talk to him, maybe he was a musician as well. 


"Greg, c'mon, let's just go talk to him, man" He needed to figure out who this guy was. It had been driving him 


crazy the last few days. 


Greg sighed and put up his guitar. "I guess. He's weird" Greg eyed his last pack of cigarettes. Money didn't go 


as far out here as it did in Jackson. "Think he's got smokes we can bum?" 
David shrugged and put his bass in its case. The Van Halen covers could wait until after lunch. "Dunno." 


David was the one who worked up the courage to knock on his door. When the redhead opened the door David 
was struck The man snarled and spit, "What the fuck do you want?" 


"Uhhh," David started. "Do you know where we can buy cigarettes?" 


The man's reddened eyes darted between David and the taller Greg before coming back to linger on David. 


"Liquor store on the corner sells ‘em," he hissed, curling his lip before slamming the door in their faces. 
Greg put a hand on David's arm, wanting to leave the obviously crazed man alone. 
David knocked again. 


"What the fuck now?" David smiled, the nasally voice unlocking something that had been hidden away in his own 


mind. 


"Are you old enough to buy beer?" 


The guy eyeballed them again, searching David's face and mostly ignoring Greg. He seemed to find what he was 
looking for. "Now you're talking!" 


